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DAVID    COPPERFIELD. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I.— Miss  Trotwood's  Apartment.  DICK  dis- 
covered It,.,  seated,  and  malcing  a  Kite.  MISS  TROT- 
WOOD  trimming  garden-pot,  withlcnife  and  gloves, 
as  in  Picture. 

Miss  T.  It  is  really  time,  higli  time,  that  some- 
thing should  be  done  for  David.  Don't  you  think 
so,  Mr.  Dick?  (Dick  nods.)  I  knew  you  would. 
They  call  that  man  mad,  the  fools — he  is  as  sharp 
as  a  surgeon's  lancet — has  more  sense  than  a  whole 
bench  of  bishops !  Donkeys,  donkeys,  Janet ! 
(Dick  laughs.)  Don't  be  a  fool,  Mr.  Dick — don't  be 
a  fool,  whatever  you  are !  You're  heard  me 
mention  David  Copperfield — now  don't  pretend  not 
to  have  a  memory,  for  I  know  better. 

Diclc.  David  Copperfield  ?     Da-vid — oh,  yes — yes! 

Miss  T.  You  know  he  has  been  living  with  me 
some  time,  and  the  question  I  put  to  you  is,  what 
am  I  to  do  with  him  ? 

Dick.  Do? 

Miss  T.  Yes,  do!  Come,  I  want  some  very 
sound  advice.     What  shall  we  make  of  him  ? 

Dick.  (Considers  a  moment.)  A  kite. 

Miss  T.  Now,  some  people  would  consider  that 
a  foolish  answer,  but  it's  full  of  meaning  to  me. 
A  kite,  Mr.  Dick  ?  Certainly,  every  man  must 
have  a  kite— that  is  to  say,  an  occupation,  or  he 
could  never 

Dick.  Fly! 

Miss  T.  He  means  aspire.  Sagacious  Dick ! 
Donkeys,  Janet !  Ah !  here  comes  David,  and  that 
friend  and  school-fellow  of  his,  Mr.  Steeiiorth. 
Good  exterior— but  I'm  afraid 

jyich.  Bad  egg  ! 

Miss  T.  And  they  say  that  man's  mind's 
diseased !  Pooh !  the  whole  human  race  are  im- 
becile! 

Enter  DAVID  and  STEERFORTH,  c. 

Bavid.  My  dear  aunt,  Steerforth  and  I  have  had 
Buch  a  gallop  round  the  town,  looking  at  the 
beauties  of  the  scenery. 

Steer.  And  investigating  the  loveliness  of  the 
female  population. 

Miss  T.  Pshaw !     Donkeys  ! 

Dick.  Both! 

Miss  r.  David,  sit  down.  I  want  to  have  some 
serious  conversation  with  you,  if  your  vivacious 
friend  will  condescend  to  suppress  his  animal 
spirits.     Donkeys ! 

Steer.  My  dear  madam,  my  very  spirits  are  at 
your  command !  My  thermometer  is  below  freez- 
ing point,  since  you  wish  it. 


Miss  T.  Sit  down,  then— sit  dovra, 

Dick.  Stop!  Can  anybody  recollect  the  date 
when  King  Charles  had  his  head  cut  off! 

David.  In  the  year  sixteen  hundred 

Miss  T,  Hush !    Mr.  Dick,  no  nonsense  1 

Dick.  Certainly  not— but  I  should  like  to  know, 
if  his  head  was  cut  off,  what  they  did  with  it ! 
They  had  no  right  to  put  it  on  my 

3Iiss  T.  Mr.  Dick,  it's  time  for  you  to  go  to  bed ! 

Dick,  Oh,  no ! 

Miss  T.  Dick! 

Dick.  Oh!  a— yes— certainly— I  must  take  my 
kite. 

[Eait  Dick,  B.  h. 

Steer.  Isn't  the  gentleman  a  little  out  of  his 
mind  ? 

Miss  T.  No,  sir,  not  half  so  much  as  you  are. 
The  whole  end  and  aim  of  his  existence  is  not  con- 
fined to  the  enriching  of  tailors.  He  has  been 
called  mad,  or  I  should  not  have  had  the  benefit 
of  his  society  and  advice  for  ten  years.  Nice 
people  they  are,  who  had  the  audacity  to  call  him 
so  !  Why,  his  own  brothers,  if  it  had  not  been  for 
me,  would  have  shut  him  up  for  life  !  Many  and 
many  a  delicate  mind  has  been  tortured  into 
madness,  by  the  knaves  who  thirsted  for  their 
wealth,  or  the  fools  who  did  not  understand  the 
subtlety  of  their  organization. 

David.  I'm  afraid  that's  too  tnie,  dear  aunt. 

Miss  T.  I  know  it  is!  David,  what  are  you 
going  to  do  for  a  living  ? 

David.  Indeed,  aunt,  that  very  question  has 
given  me  hours  and  htours  of  uneasiness. 

Miss  T.  You  must  do  something,  you  know.  I 
can't  support  you — wouldn't  if  I  could  ! 

David.  I  was  thinking  of  going  to  London,  to 
seek  for  some  employment. 

Miss  T.  You  were  ? 

David.  This  very  day. 

Miss  r.  Go  !— Have  you  thought  of  the  proctor- 
ship ? 

David.  Yes,  aunt,  and  I  have  only  one  difficulty. 

Miss  T.  Say  what  it  is.  Trot.  I  shan't  call  you 
David  any  more,  except  you  annoy  me. 

David.  I  am  afraid  my  entrance  into  that  branch 
of  the  legal  profession  would  be  very  expensive — 
and,  my  dear  aunt,  you  have  expended  a  great 
deal  already  upon  my  education  ;  and  I  do  imagine 
that  it  would  be  better  for  me  to  begin  life  without 
such  a  large  outlay  to  you. 

Miss  T.  David,  it  vrill  cost  just  one  thousand 
pounds.    I'll  pay  it. 

David.  Are  you  sure  you  can  afford  it,  dear 
aunt  ? 

Miss  T.  Trot,  my  child,  if  I  have  an  object  in 


4  DAVID 

life,  it  is  to  provide  for  you  beluga  good,  a  seusible, 
and  a  happy  niau.    I'm  bent  upon  it — so  is  Dick. 

Steer.  Now,  my  good  friends,  there's  no  need  of 
your  taking  fo  much  pains  about  the  matter. 
Copperfield  can  never  want  anything  as  long  as  I 
live!     Where's  the  necessity  to  poke  his  nose  into 


musty  old  ledgers,  and  pine  away  his  life  in  a  dusty 
office,  when  I  can  share  my  independence  with 
him  V  Come  and  live  with  me,  David,  and  be  a 
gentleman. 

Miss  T.  Donkeys  !  You're  a  fool!  I  don't  mince 
my  words ! 

Steer.  Upon  my  life,  yon  don't ! 

Miss  T.  David,  remember  what  I  said  !  Donkeys ! 
[iJus?ies  out  c. 

Steer.  Well!  Of  all  the  savage  and  incom- 
prehensible old  she— hippopottamnsses. 

Bavid.  Silence,  Steorforth !  She  is  my  most 
valued  relative  and  friend. 

Peg.  {Outside.)  Mas'r  Davy  bo' in  here  ?  Heave 
ahead!  {Enter  PEGGOTTY,  c,  and  rushes  to 
David.)  Why,  Mas'r  Davy,  bo',  gi' lis  a  hug !  My 
heyes,  how  you  be  growed  ! 

Bavid.  Do  you  think  so  ? 

Peg.  Out  of  all  kuowledgeableness !  Ain't  he 
growed  !— I  humbly  begs  pardon,  sir  ? 

{To  Steerforth.) 

David.  That's  my  friend,  Mr.  Steorforth — an 
old  schoolfellow. 

Peg.  Anybody  as  has  ketched  a-hold  of  Mas'r 
Davy's  hand  in  friendship  has  made  his  mark  upon 
my  kalander  !     I'm  glad  to  know'ee,  sir. 

David.  Well,  Mr.  Peggotty,  and  how  is  Mrs. 
Gummidge  ? 

Peg.  On-common,  sir! 

David.  And  little  Emily  ? 

Peg.  Em'ly! — Little  PJm'ly !  Bless  her  soul  and 
body  !  She  ain't  httlc  Em'ly  no  more,  bless  you — 
she's  grow'd,  too, — on-common.  Sich  heyes,  Mas'r 
Davy — sich  larnin — sich  writin.  Wi'itiii!  Why, 
Mas'r  Davy,  bo',  it's  as  black  as  jet,  and  so 
large,  you  might  see  it  anywhere 

Steer.  You  seem  to  be  very  much  attached  to 
this  little  Emily,  as  you  call  her. 

Peg.  I  don't  exactly  know  what  that  means,  sir 
— but  if  it  sinafys  that  I  love  her— why,  the 
biggest  book  as  ever  was  pi'inted  hasn't  words 
enough  to  say  how  much .  For  to  say  that  I  love 
her  better  nor  my  own  life  ain't  nothin !  There's 
one  thing  more  as  I  has  to  say,  Mas'r  Davy,  bo' — 
but  I  doesn't  know  rightly  how  to  pay  it  out. 
You're  a  goin'  into  the  world  soon,  maybe  ? 

Damd.  This  very  day,  I  believe,  I  make  pre- 
parations to  go  to  London. 

Peg.  Well,  all  as  I've  got  to  say,  is  this  here — 
that  if  maybe,  iu  your  kindness,  you'd  honor  us  so 
far  as  to  take  Yarmouth  in  your  way,  all  on  us, 
from  Mother  Gummidge  to  Em'ly,  would  take  it 
as  a  favor  on-common  !  It's  a  wery  humble  place, 
as  you  know,  bnt  there's  hearts  there,  Mas'r 
Davy,  as  beats  as  true  for  you,  as  the  best  chrono- 
meter in  the  Admiralty  House ! 

David.  I  would  certainly  do  so,  Peggotty,  but  I 
am  pledged  to  my  friend  Steerforth.  We  travel  to- 
gether ? 

Peg.  Let  him  come,  too,  sir.  A  welcome  ain't 
made  smaller  by  stretching  on  it  out.  Won't  you 
honor  us,  too,  sir  ? 

Steer.  Egad !  I've  a  great  mind,  if  it's  to  see 
this  Yarmouth  Venus ! 

David.  What  say  you,  Steerforth  ? 


COPPERFIELD. 

Steer.  I'm  with    you!     Anything    to    pass 
time  agreeably.    Methinks  I  scent  an  adventure ! 

Peg.  Brayvo!  That  ore's  all  right!  Now  I 
must  weigh  anchor. 

David.  No,  no !  Yon  must  stay  and  see  my  aunt, 
and  have  some  luncheon. 

Peg.  Well,  since  so  be  you're  so  kind,  and  hevery 
thing  is  so  quiet  and  calm  in  this  here  harbor — 
{donkey's  licad  tltroxigli  window) — hello,  messmet; 
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Enter  MISS  TROTWOOD. 
Miss  T.  Ah  !     Donkeys  ! 

(Tafces  up  umbrella,  and  hangs  donkey.) 

SCENE  U.—Aliaiidsonie  Chamher. 

Enter  WICKFIELD  and  COPPERFIELD,  B.  h. 

Wicl:.  I  am  sorry,  David,  very  sorry,  that  you 
cannot  remain  with  us  for  some  time.  It  has  been 
lonely,  very  lonely  for  Agnes  and  me,  since  you 

have  left  us, and  that  fellow,   Heep — {Looking 

round  fearfully.) — Your  worthy  aunt  is  now  with 
Agnes";  I  expect  them  here  presently'  David,  I 
understand  yonr  astonished  look.  Ton  see  an 
alteration  in  me ;  I  know  you  do ;  don't  attempt  to 
provai-iciite.  I  am  not  the  Wickfield  j'ou  knew. 
Heaven  help  me,  no  ! — but  it  can't  be  helped.  My 
Agnes,  my  darling !  when  I  think  of  you,  and  the 
quick  current  which  is  driving  me  along,  what  can 

I  do  but  rush  to  the Ah  !  here  they  come  !     Say 

nothing,  David — think  nothing  of  my  words  ;  they 
have  no  meaning. 

lExit,  K.  H. 

David.  My  poor  friend !  you  are  in  the  toils  of 
that  demi-devil,  Hcep  !    I  feel  it. 


Enter  AGNES  and  MISS  TROTWOOD,  l.  1.  e. 

My  dear  Agnes  ! — Aunt,  you  are  here  befoi'e  me! 
Have  you  left  Mr.  Dick  ? 

Miss  T.  Yes,  and  I'm  sorry  for  it.  I'm  afraid  he 
wants  strength  of  purpose  to  keep  off  the  donkeys. 
If  ever  there  was  a  donkey  trespassing  upon  my 
green,  there  was  one  at  four  o'clock  this  after- 
noon !  A  cold  feeling  came  over  me,  from  head  to 
foot,  and  I  know  it  was  a  donkey !  But  come,  to 
business — where's  Mr.  Wickfield  i' 

Agnes.  He'll  be  here  directly. 

Miss  T.  There  he  is  in  the  library.  I'll  go  and 
speak  to  him.  {Crosses  K.)  Wait  here.  Trot,  until  I 
come  back. 

[Exit  into  room,  R.  h. 

David.  Well,  Agnes,  my  sister,  my  good  angel  I 
I  am  delighted  to  see  you  once  more ! 

Agnes.  Yon  are  kind,  David,  very  kind;  but  I 
know  that  you  assume  this  cheerfulness  of  manner 
— for  you  must  have  perceived  the  great,  the 
miserable  change  in  my  dear  father  and  in  myself. 

David,  I  never  saw  yon  looking  so  radiant. 
Agues. 

Agnes.  Ah,  David !  this  house  is  not  the  cheerful 
home  of  pure,  domestic  joy  it  was  when  you  left  us. 
Uriah {Looking  around.) 

David.  What  of  him? 

Agnes.  You  know  uhat  he  has  become  a  partner 
with  my  father  ? 

David.  What !  Uriah !  That  mean,  fawning 
fellow,  woi'm  himself  into  such  promotion  ? 

Agnes.  Uriah  has  made  himself  indispen.sable  to 
father.  He  has  mastered  his  weaknesses,  fostered 
them,  and  taken   adyftutage   of   them,— fed  and 
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stimulated  what  was  but  a  transient  inclination, 
until  it  became  a  necessity,  until — I  am  asliamed  to 
speak  the  word— my  father /cars  him. 

David.  Fears  that  subtle  hoaiid ! 

Agnes.  Hush  1  hush !  don't  speak  so  loudly, 
David.  Ah!  I  fear  him,  too— but  only  for  my 
father's  sake.  His  position  is  one  of  power,  I  don't 
know  how  obtained — and  I  fear  to  inquire;  but 
still  he  uses  it  with  cruel  wickedness !  My  only 
trust  is,  that  if  any  fraud  or  treachery  is  practised 
against  him,  simjile  love  and  truth  will  be  the 
stroivgest  in  the  end. 

David.  The  mean,  crawling  ingrate !  I'll  put 
an  end  to  all  your  dread. 

Agnes.  No,  no !  not  for  your  life  !  Promise  me 
that  you  will  not  interfere,  or  even,  by  a  look  or 
action,  show  that  you  imagine  anything  but  that 
we  are  all  on  terms  of  friendship. 

David.  Your  request  is  most  mysterious,  Agnes  ; 
but  I  shall  obey  yon.    Ah,  he  is  here ! 

HEEP  appears  at  d.  f.,  and  enters. 

Heep.  {Coming  doicn,  C.)  Don't  let  mo  interrupt 
your  conversation,  my  dear  Miss  Agnes.  Ah,  bless 
me !  can  it  be  ? — My  dear  Mr.  Copperfield,  how 
long  it  is  since  wc  had  the  pleasui-e  of  seeing  you. 
(Shakes  liands.)  How  do  you  do  ? 

David,  (r.)  Very  well,  indeed,  Mr.  Heep. 
(Aside. )  His  hand  is  as  fi.shy  as  ever. 

Heep.  (c.)  Why  do  you  say  Mr.  Heep?  You 
Know  how  humble  I  am.  Now,  do  call  me  Uriah, 
rhongh  my  circumstances  have  changed,  yet  I  am 
as  humble  as  ever.  Won't  you  call  me  Uriah? 
Agnes  calls  me  Uriah — don't  you,  Agnes  ? 

Agnes,  (l.)  Yes,  Mr.  Heep — I  mean  Uriah.  I 
think  I  hear  my  father — pray,  excuse  me. 

(Crosses  to  R.) 

Seep.  Oh,  certainly.  Don't  neglect  your  dear 
and  worthy  father.  [^Exit  Agnes,  R.]  Well,  Mister 
Coppei-field— I  wish  you'd  let  me  call  you  David. 

David.  Sir? 

Heep.  Well,  never  mind.  You  know  how  humble 
I  am — you  have  heard  something,  I  daresay,  about 
the  change  in  my  circumstances,  David — I  mean 
Mr.  Copperfield ! 

David,  Yes — I  have  heard 

Heep.  Agues — told  you,  no  doubt  ? 

David.  Why — a 

Heep.  Yes — I  see  she  did  ?  What  a  prophet  you 
are,  Mr.  Copperfield!  Do  you  remember  once 
saying  that  I  should  be  a  partner  in  the  house  of 
Wickfield  and  Co.  ?  You  foi'get  it,  no  doubt,  but  I 
don't.  When  one  is  humble,  he  treasures  every- 
thing— but  the  humblest  persons  may  be  enabled 
to  do  good,  and  I  have  had  that  blessing  strewed  on 
my  path.  I  have  done  good  to  Mr.  Wickfield,  and 
to  Agnes.  I  remember  how  you  said  one  day,  that 
everybody  must  admire  her.  You  have  forgot  that, 
no  doubt  ? 

David.  (Aside.)  What  is  the  hound  driving  at? 
I  must  discover !  So,  Mr.  Wickfield  has  been  im- 
prudent, Uriah  ? 

Heep.  Oh,  very — very  ?  But  I'm  so  glad  to  hear 
yon  call  me  Uriah  !  It's  like  the  blowing  of  balmy 
breezes,  or  the  ringing  of  bells,  to  hear  you  say 
Uriah! 

David.  How  so,  Uriah  ? 

Heep.  It's  a  topic,  David— let  me  say  David— I 
wouldn't  trench  upon  to  any  but  you.  If  anybody 
else  had  been  in  my  place,  for  the  last  few  years, 
he'd  have  had  both  Mr.  Wickfield  and  his  daughter 
under  his  thumb,  as  one  might  say— un-der  his 


thumb !     Theire  would  have  been  loss,  disgrace — ^I 
don't  know  what  all.     Mr.  Wickfield  knows  it — his 
daughter  knows  it— I  am  the  humble  instrument 
of    humbly  serving  him.     You  won't    think   the 
worse  of    my    humbleness,    if    I    make    a    little 
confidence  to  you,  will  you  ? 
David.  No,  no — certainly  not — go  on  I 
Heep.    ( Wipes    hands    with   pocket-handkerchief.) 
Well,  then  Miss  Agnes. 
David.  Well,  Uriah ! 

Heep.  How  delightful  and  refreshing,  to  bo  called 
Uriah,  spontaneously.  You  thought  her  looking 
very  beautiful — did  yon  not  ? 

David.  1  thought  her  looking,  as  she  always  does, 
superior  to  everything  and  everybody  around  her ! 
Heep.  Oh,  thauk  you! — thank  you  for  that ! 
David.  For  what? 

Heep.  Why,  that  is,  in  fact,  the  confidence  that  I 
am  going  to  take  the  liberty  of  reposing.  Oh,  Mr. 
Copperfield,  with  what  an  aifection  I  love  the 
ground  my  Ag-nes  walks  xtpon  ! 

David.  {Aside.)  The  serpent.  I  should  like  to 
strangle  him — but  I  must  remember  her  request. 
(Aloud.)  Have  you  made  your  feelings  known, 
Mr.  Heep  ? 

Heep.  Oh!  No — no — not  to  anyone  but  you! 
I'm  too  humble.  I'm  not  in  a  hurry.  I  know  you 
wouldn't  like  to  make  unpleasantness  in  the 
family.  (Enter  WICKFIELD,  AGNES,  and  MISS 
TROTWOOD.)  Ah,  my  dear  benefactor,  partner, 
and  friend  !  I'm  rejoiced — humbly  rejoiced  to  see 
you  looking  so  well !  What  a  blesssing  it  is  to  me 
to  feel  that  I  can  relieve  your  mind  of  the  weight 
of  business,  and  give  you  time  to  devote  to  the 
aifection  of  your  family. 

Miss  T.  What  is  that  creature  twisting  about  like 
a  conger-eel  for  ?  Well,  Wickfield,  t  suppose  I 
may  trust  to  you  that  my  securities  are  going  on 
prosperously? 

Wick.  I— a— yes 

Heep.  Certainly,  certainly!  I  will  guarantee 
that  they  are  all  safe,  my  dear  madam.  I  think  I 
deserve  more  than  a  shudder  for  that  lie ! 

(Aside  to  Agnes.) 
Miss  T.  Well,  that's  all  settled.  But,  what's  the 
matter  with  you,  man  ?  Where  are  all  your  life 
and  spii-its  !  I  declare,  Agnes — my  pretty  Agnes — 
mopes  about,  too,  as  if  some  black  spell  were  on 
the  house.  {To  Heep.)  What's  the  cause  of  all 
this,  sir  ? 

Heep.  Nothing,  my  dear,  madam,  nothing !  We 
may  not  be  as  racketty  and  high-spirited  as 
formerly,  but  we  are  happy  in  our  way.  Are  we 
not,  Mr.  Wickfield  ? 

Wick.  Certainly,  Mr.  Heep.     (Aside.)     The  wily 
scoundrel ! 
Heep.  Are  we  not.  Miss  Agnes  ? 
Agnes.  Yes,  Mr.  Heap. 

Miss  T.  That  yes  sounded  very  like  no !  There's 
some  pestilence  in  the  air — ^but  it's  no  business  of 
mine!  Well,  Wickfield,  I've  been  telling  your 
daughter  how  to  invest  my  funds,  as  you  seem  to 
have  grown  somewhat  rusty  in  business  matters — 
and  Agnes  is  worth  the  whole  firm  in  my  opinion. 

Heep.  (Bowing,  &c.)  If  I  may  humbly  make  a 
remark— I  should  be  only  too  happy  if  Miss  Agnes 
was  a  partner. 

Miss  T.  Deuce  take  the  man !  What  is  he 
about  ?  Do  stand  up  straight,  sir,  if  you  can. 
Don't  be  galvanic ! 

Ifecp.  i  humbly  ask  pardon.  Miss  Trotwood.  I 
know  you  are  nervous. 
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Miss  T.  Don't  presume  to  say  so !  I'm  nothing: 
of  the  kind,  sir!  If  you're  an  eel,  conduct  your- 
self like  one  — if  you're  a  man,  control  your 
limbs  I 

Heep.  I  am  only  here  in  the  way  of  business 
partner.  If  Mr.  Wickfield  thinks  he  can  do  with- 
out me,  I  humbly  take  my  leave. 

Wick.  No,  no,  Uriah,  I  can't  do  without  you— 
you  must  remain ! 

Heep.  Oh,  what  a  reward  that  is  to  the  humble 
mind! 

JUis.s  T.  Come  in  then,  both  of  you,  and  let  us 
settle  this  business  about  Trotty's  proctorship. 
Don't  squirm  so,  sir,  walk  uprierht ! 

Heep.  It  ain't  in  my  power — I'm  so  humble. 
Mr.  Copperfield,  remember  what  I  said. 

Miss  T.  Trotty,  I  have  secured  lodprings  for  you 
at  a  Mrs.  Micawber's ;  they'll  be  expecting  you,  so 
lose  no  time. 

David.  I  shall  but  say  a  few  brief  parting  words 
with  my  good  angel,  Agnes,  and  then  for  a  life  of 
energy  and  perseverence ! 

lExeunt  David  and  Agnes,  R. — The  rest,  l.  h. 


SCENE  Ul.—Peggottu's  Ark— low  door,  l.  2  E. 

Enter  MRS.  GUMMIDGE,  l.  1  e.;  seats  herself  at 
fire. 

Mrs.  G.  Ah,  just  as  usual— nobody  here.  I'm  a 
poor  lone  creeter,  always. 

Enter  CLARA  PEGGOTTY,  l.  2  e. 

C.  Peg.  Bless  us  and  save  us!  heart  alive, 
mother — who,  in  the  name  of  gracious,  do  you 
think  is  a-coming  to  see  us,  as  nateral  as  life,  and 
more  ? 

Mrs.  G.  No  one  to  see  me.  I'm  a  poor,  lone 
creeter ;  no  one  cares  for  me — no  one — no  one ! 

C.  Peg.  Yes,  dear  mother,  but  we  do,  all  of  us. 
But  who  do  you  think  it  is  ?  Who,  but  Master 
David !  I  hain't  seen  him  since  the  day  that 
blessed  soul,  his  mother,  laid  her  sweet  head  down 
upon  her  stupid,  cross  Peggotty's  arms,  and  died 
like  a  child  as  was  gone  to  sleep.  Here  he  comes, 
with  brother,  and  Ham,  and  someone  else. 

Enter  DAVID  and  PEGGOTTY,  l.  2  E. 

C.  Peg.  Oh,  my  blessed,  dear  baby, — that  was 
man,— that  is— haven't  you  been  and  gone  and 
sprouted  up  like  the  lilies  of  the  field,  and  hasn't 
your  blessed  angel  of  a  mother,  that  is  in  heaven, 
lent  you  her  sweet  smile,  to  make  everybody  take 
to  you,  and  love  you,  wliether  they  will  or  no  ? 

David.  Thank  you,  my  dear  nurse,  for  the 
warmth  of  yoiu'  attachment. 

C.  Peg.  This  is  mother,  you  know— Mother !  why 
—don't  you  see  Mr.  David  ? 

Mrs.  G.  I'm  a  poor,  lone  creeter. 

Peg.  {Crosses  to  Mrs.  G.)  SaViie  as  ever,  Mass'r 
Davy— thinking  allays  on  the  old  'un  as  was 
drownded  1 

David.    Poor  soul!    poor  soul  I     Let  her  silent 

sorrows  be  respected Well,  Peggotty,  and  how 

is  Barkis  ?    Is  he  within  ? 

C.  Peg.  Don't,  Master  David,  don't.  I  can't 
abide  it— drat  the  man— he  keeps  following  me 
about,  and  saying  nothing.  I  don't  know  what  it's 
a-poing  to  come  to,  for  my  part. 

Peg.  I  do. 


C.  Peg.  Do  you,  Mr.  Saucebox  ?  then  keep  it  to 
yourself.  Master  David  doesn't  want  any  of  your 
information,  leastways,  on  that  subject. 

Peg.  But  Where's  your  friend,  Steerforth  ?  Why, 
there  he  is,  a  talking  to  Emily,  with  Ham  on 
t'other  side  of  him. 


Enter  EMILY  and  STEERFORTH,  HAM  follow- 
ing— {Ids  eyes  constantly  on  Emily  and  Steerforth) 
— L.  2  E. 

Peg.  There's  our  Em'ly,  Mass'r  David ;  ain't  she 
growed?  {Steerforth  and  David  go  up.)  Come 
here,  you  puss,  yon  ! — Ain't  she  areg'lar  mermaid, 
Mass'r  Davy  ?  Ah,  we  a'most  spoils  her  here, — 
we're  all  so  mortal  fond  of  her — ain't  we,  puss  ? 

Emily,  (c. )  Yoix  are — indeed,  you  are  too  kind  to 
kind  to  me,  all  of  you. 

Peg.  No!  we  ain't,  none  of  us!  Oh,  I'm  so 
happy  to-night— this  here  blessed  night,  of  all 
others  !  Somethin's  been  done  to-day — Ham  knows 
it,  so  does  Em'ly,  too.  Don't  blush,  princess  !  I 
must  tell  you  all  summut.  I  can't  keep  it  in  no 
l:»ngor.  You  see,  this  here  little  Em'ly,  as  is  a 
blushing  now — you  see,  this  here  little  Em'ly,  as 
has  been  in  my  house — I  calls  it  a  house — has  been, 
what  no  one  but  such  a  bright-eyed  creeter  can  bo 
in  a  house.  I  am  rough,  sir,  rough  as  a  sea- 
porcupine;  but  no  one  can  know  how  dear  our 
little  Em'ly  has  been  to  the  heart  that's  kivered  up 
in  here.  Well,  there's  a  certain  person  as  has 
kuowed  her,  from  a  baby  upwards — not  much  of  a 
person  to  look  at,  somo'at  of  my  own  build,  werry 
salt ;  bixt,  on  the  whole,  an  honest  sort  o'  chap, 
with  his  heart  in  the  right  place 

C.  Peg.  (To  Ham.)  Will  you  keep  quiet,  and 
don't  be  a  fidgeting  about,  like  a  St.  Vitus's 
dance  ? 

Emily.  Pray,  let  me  retire  to  my  own  room. 

Peg.  Not  a  bit  on  it,  till  I  lets  out  the  whole 
story.  Well,  what  does  this  here  tarpaulin  chap 
do,  but  he  loses  that  ere  'art  of  his  to  our  Em'ly, 
foUers  her  about  like  a  great  Newfoundland  dog, 
and  never  has  no  relish  for  his  wittles  ! 

C.  Peg.  Just  liks  Barkis  ! 

Peg.  Now,  all  I  wants  in  the  world  is,  to  see  our 
Em'ly  under  articles  to  an  honest  man.  If  I  was 
to  be  capsized  in  a  gale  of  wind,  I  could  go  down 
quiet,  if  I  thought  there's  a  man  ashore  there, 
iron-ti-ue  to  my  little  Em'ly,  God  bless  her !  Well, 
that  there  thing  happens  this  here  day— that  there 
tarpaulin  chap  came  in  with  my  Em'ly's  little  hand 
in  his  great  fist,  and  says  he  to  me,  "  Look  here — 
this  is  to  be  my  little  wife." 

Steer.  {Aside.)  What!  Not  if  I  can  prevent  so 
disgraceful  a  sacrifice. 

Peg.  And  she  says,  half -bold  and  half -shy,  "  Yes, 
uncle,  this  is  to  be  my  honest,  brave  husband," — 
and  then  Mrs.  Gummidge  she  gave  a  shout,  and  I 
flung  up  my  hat !  There,  the  murder  's  out,  and  I 
says,  Hoora:y !  to  all  on  it,  in  three  times  three ! 

C.  Peg.  {To  Ham.)  There,  why  don't  you  go  and 
be  happy  ?  I  never  did  see  such  a  queer  sort  of  a 
sweetheart!  {They  force  Emily  and  Ham  together.) 
Well,  what  do  you  say,  dummy  H 

Ham.  Nothing  but  this  :  Dear  Emily,  there  ain't 
a  gentleman  in  all  the  land,  or  yet  sailing  on  the 
sea,  that  can  love  his  lady  moi-c  than  I.  I  love  yon. 
You  are  too  good  for  me— that's  all. 

Emil'i.  No,  no.  Ham— no!  Not  good  enough! 
Pray,  let  me  go— I  am  faint.     (Aside.)    Ah !  I  have 
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been  rash  and  hasty— too  hasty. 
come  of  me  I  know  not ! 

lExit,  L.  2  E. 

Steer.  She  doesn't  seem  overpowered  with  her 
good  fortaue. 

David,  It's  her  timidity  and  gentle  bashfulness. 

Steer.  Not  a  bit  of  it !  I  have  some  knowledge 
of  human  nature.  That  lout  loves  her,  though. 
See  how  fixed  he  stands,  as  if  lie  saw  her  still ! 

Peg.  What,  gone  ?  (Goes  iip  to  door.)  Bless  her 
soul,  she  couldn't  bear  to  be  looked  at.  Hollo, 
Peg !    It's  your  turn  next ! 

C.  Peg.  What  do  you  mean,  you  sea-hedgehog? 

Peg.  Barkis!  Come,  Ham,  let's  bear  away! 
Two's  company,  you  know  on  certain  occasions. 
Gummidge  is  nobody,  and  the  gen' I'men  would 
may  be  like  a  walk  by  the  shore 

JDavid.  I  have  a  visit  to  make.  I  must  go  to  my 
good  friend,  Mr.  Wickfield,  and  make  my  parting 
adieu  to  him,  and  my  almost  sister,  Agnes ! 

Steer.  Come  along,  then — we  wouldn't  intrude 
for  the  world,  especially  at  such  a  time. 

C.  Peg.  It  ain't  nothing  of  the  sort,  now.  So 
there  you're  out. 

David.  Ah,  Peggotty ! 

().  Peg.  Well,  how  do  I  know  as  it  is  so,  when  he 
never  says  nothing,  but  just  comes  in  here  about 
this  time,  every  two  or  three  days,  dumps  down  a 
lot  of  stuff  he  calls  presents,  sits  silent  for  a  few 
minutes,  and  if  I  get  a  sentence  out  of  him,  it's  a 
sort  of  miracle  ?  {At  door.)  Good  mornin*,  Mr. 
Barkis ! 

BARKIS  enters  with  largehundle,  containing  apples, 
a  small  pig,  bird  cage,  string  of  onions,  and  hoot- 
jack.  He  shakes  hands  with  Peg — nods  and  winks 
— seats  himself  beside  her,  and  takes  out  his  presents 
one  by  one — pausing  between  each.  When  they  are 
all  out,  sha^ces  bag,  makes  two  or  three  efforts  to 
speak,  and  rushes  out. 

C  Peg.  Well !  did  anybody  ever  see  the  like  ? 
Barkis.     (Putting    his    head   through    window.) 
•Barkis  is  willing." 

IPeg.  throivs  the  presents  aside  in  a  pet. 
All  laugh,  and.  exit  L.  and  f. 

SCENE  lY.—Micawber'sRoom.  A  turn-up  bed- 
Children  init.  All  the  et  ceteras  of  plate,  &c.  MRS. 
MICAWBER  discovered. 

Voice.  (Outside.)  Pay  us,  will  you? 

Mrs.  M.  Oh,  voice  of  dire  destiny.  It's  the  boot- 
maker 1 

Voice.  There's  no  use  in  saying  that  you're  out ! 

Mrs.  M.  And  Wilkins  is  now  indulging  in  the 
delicate  and  dangerous  operation  of  shaving ! 

Voice.  Ain't  you  going  to  pay  us  ? 

MICAWBER  rus7i(?s  in,  half  shaved, and  flourishing  a 
razor,  B.  3  E. 

Mic.  Partner  of  my  woes,  and  sharer  of  my 
responsibilities,  the  accents  of  dire  and  implacable 
Fate,  through  the  vulgar  lips  of  a  low-bred  Snob, 
now  bellowing  fruitlessly  for  payment  of  an  incon- 
siderable sum,  announces  to  ns  the  melancholy 
fact,  that  the  foundation  is  sapped,  and  the  tower 
begins  to  totter ! 

Voice.  You  ain't  nothing  but  swindlers! 

3Iic.  Ha !  Listen  to  that  opprobious  epithet, 
•which  was  never  before  hurled  at  the  head  and 
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front  of  an  unoffending  Micawber  I  The  drop  has 
worn  away  the  stone — the  last  feather  is  added  to 
the  load  of  the  world-laden  camel !  The  tempered 
steel  is  left  alone!  Come,  friendly  razor!  Bid 
farewell  to  soap,  and  prepare  to  revel  in  carnage! 

Mrs.  Mic.  Oh!— don't! 

Mic.  In  gore ! 

Mrs.  Mic.  Wilkins ! 

Mic.  Blood !     Red  blood,  red  sanguinary  gore ! 

Mrs.  Mic.  My  Wilkins,  be  a  Roman !  The  boot- 
maker  is  gone ! 

Mic.  Then  the  aspiring  soul  of  a  Micawber  rises 
superior  to  its  destiny!  Emma,  my  love! — thou 
sublimated  essence  of  conjugal  consolation,  lay  the 
flattering  unction  to  thy  soul,  that  thou  hast  saved 
thy  Wilkins  !  The  drowning  wretch  has  snatched 
at  the  rope !  There's  a  sweet  little  cherub  now 
whispering  within  the  innermost  recesses  of  this 
lacerated  bosom,  that  in  the  diurnal  approxima- 
tion— within  the — in  fact,  next  twenty-four  lionre, 
something  will  turn  up.  And  when  this  insci-.ut- 
able  piece  of  nature's  handiwork— this  mortal,  in 
point  of  fact,  body,  shall  emerge  from  the  gloom, 
never  shall  I  forget  the  heart  that  felt  for  the  dis- 
tresses of  others,  or  the  hand  that  never  shrunk: 
from  the  temporary  disposal  of  such  available  pro- 
perty as  could  be  made  away  with  ! 

Mrs.  Mic.  My  Wilkins  !  My  heroic,  struggling 
Wilkins— never  shall  your  Emma  desert  yo^— 
never  1 

Mic.  Soother  of  my  insufferable  sorrows,  I  need 
not  assevei-ate  more,  under  existing  circumstances, 
than  the — in  point  of  fact,  simple,  but  impressive, 
especially  when  a  number  of  algebraical  characters 
are  appended  thereunto — word  of  two  but  short 
syllables — Ditto  I  Now,  darling,  exercise  your 
maternal  duties,  while  I  continue  the  painful  but 
necessary  task,  of  removing  the  superfluous — in 
fact— S?iaw /  (Sings),  "The  sun  his  bright  rays 
may  withhold,  love."  (Bell  rings,  he  stops  short.) 
Ah!  mark  the  dire  vicissitudes  of  my  wretched 
career  !  When  my  emancipated  soul  was  soaring 
on  seraphic  wings,  through  circumambient  regions 
of  extatic  joy— to  be  dragged  down,  pinioned,  and 
double  ironed  to  the  marble  floor  of  insatiable  des- 
tiny, by  that  mechanical  combination  of  miserablo 
wire  and  hollow-sounding  brass — a — in  point  of 
fact,  bell !  Sever  the  agonizing  chain  of  terrible 
suspense — is  it  tradesmen,  or  taxes  ? 

Mrs.  Mic.  Neither,  beloved  !  Banish  despair ! 
It's  the  new  lodger— I  see  his  boxes ! 

Mic.  Then  being  gone,  I  am  a — I  think  I  may 
venture  to  say — man  again  !  Despair  is  gone,  and 
joy  once  more  irradiates  the  soul  of  Micawber! 
Will  my  Emma  give  a  loose  to  the  mirthfulness  of 
the  moment,  and  tread  with  me  through  the  fami- 
liar but  fascinating  mazes  of  the  College  Horn- 
pipe? 

(They  dance—Officer  comes  on,  OMd  taps 
Micawber  on  shoulder — he  falls  on 
hed,  where  children  are.  They  squall, 
&c. — Curtain  descends  on  confusion. 
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Mrs.  Mic.  Alas!  his  misenes  have  blinded  him 
Don't  yon  see  your  friend,  Mr.  Heep : 


SCENE  I.— Micaxobci-'s  Room-MRS.  MICAWBER 
attending  to  ticins. 

Mrs.  Mic.  If  that  branch  of  my  family,  which 
refused  its  inflnence  and  support  to  Mr.  Micawber, 
•were  to  see  me  drudging  in  this  miserable  place, 
surely  they  would  partially  patch  over  the  blot  on 
their  escutcheon  with  a  few  bank  notes,  until 
something  turned  up.  (A  hiock,  D.  F.)  The 
baker !  long  account ;  the  staff  of  life  is  in  arrear. 
I  must  dissimulate.    Hush!  {Kvock  louder.) 

Heep.  {Without,  t.  D.  r.)  Is  Mr.  Micawber  at 
homer* 

Mrs.  Mic.  It's  only  Mr.  Heep,  Wilkins'  new 
friend.  He  can't  have  advanced  any  thing  tempo- 
rary yet.  (Opens  door.) 

Ifcep.  Good  morning,  my  dear  Mrs.  Micawber. 
Is  my  excellent  friend  at  home  ? 

Mrs.  Mic.  No,  sir.  At  present,  he  is  doing  battle 
with  the  external  world,  snatching  the  precarious 
morsel  for  self  and  little  ones,  I  may  say,  from  the 
very  jaws  of  destiny ! 

Heep.  {Aside.)  So  much  the  better.  I  must  find 
out  if  he  will  suit  my  purpose.  {Aloud.)  Mr. 
Micawber  has  no  permanent  employment,  I  pre- 
sume ? 

Mrs.  Mic.  Alas !  none.  I  did  hope  that  the  in- 
fluence of  my  family  would  be  exerted  to  place  him 
in  some  political  or  commercial  i^osition,  where  his 
great  talents  might  be  seen  and  appreciated. 

Heep.  He  is  really  doing  nothing,  then  ? 

3frs.  Mic.  Nothing  definite.  The  opinion  of  the 
more  friendly  part  of  my  family  evidently  points 
to  coals.  Wilkins  himself  rather  prefers  the  wine ; 
but,  alas !  I  am  afraid  the  long-dreaded  crisis  is  at 
hand.  We  have  tried  to  buffet  against  the  current, 
but  the  tide  is  mastering  our  efforts.  I  don't  mind 
intrusting  the  secret  to  you : — With  the  exception 
of  the  heel  of  a  Dutch  cheese,  which  is  not  adapted 
to  the  wants  of  a  young  family,  there  is  really  not 
a  scrap  of  anything  in  the  larder !  When  I  was 
with  papa  and  mamma,  I  was  accustomed  to  speak 
of  a  larder — what  I  moan  to  express  is  :  there's  no- 
thing to  eat  in  the  house  ! 

Heep.  Dear  me  I  dear  me!  {Aside.)  Thisisjust 
the  reckless  scapegrace  that  I  want. 

Mic.  (Outside,  L.  D.  p.)  Bolt  it !  {Ruslies  in,  and 
piles  chairs  against  door.)  The  cup  is  drained,  {he 
bolt  has  fallen, — the  tree  crushed !  The  accumu- 
lating combination  of  miserable  circumstances  has 
done  its  work,  the  tempest  has  burst,  in  over- 
whelming fury,  on  the  devoted  bark,  and  Micawber 
is  a  wreck ! 

Officer.  {Withoid.)  Open,  in  the  name  of  the  law! 

Mic.  Caitiff,  I  despise  yon !  Burglar,  I.defy  you  ! 
Secure  within  the  Briton's  birthright,  standing 
within  the  castellated  mansion  of  my  forefathers, 
my  banner  hangs  upon  the  outer  walls,  my  foot's 
upon  my  native  heath,  my  name's  Micawber ! 

Offi.  (Outside.)  Very  well,  I  can't  wait. 

Mic.  In  the  words  of  the  immortal  Plato,— "It 
must  be  so,  Cato!"  Why  should  a  man  wield  an 
unequal  conflict  with  tyrant  Fate  who  is  possessed 
of  shaviug  materials  ? 

{Hushes  toicards  door,  is  caught  by  Mrs. 
Micau-her.) 

Mrs.  Mic.  No,  no !  not  now  ! 

{Struggles  with  him.) 

Mic.  The  steel !  the  friendly  stoel ! 


Mic.  Ah !  come  to  my  arms,  and  be  as  dear  as 
ever.  Even  as  the  beacon-liglit  is  to  the  storm, 
tossed  ma,riner,  so  is  that"  friendly  face  to  the 
rescued  Micawber.  (Officer  pushes  chairs  av:ayfronb 
door,  and  ^dthone  leg  inside,  the  other  outside.)  Ha! 
marauder!  respect  the  threshold  of  hospitality. 

Offi.  {Head  in.)  1  ain't  coming  in,  nor  I  ain't 
a  going  out.  I've  got  my  prog,  and  here  I'll  stay 
until  this  'ere  account  is  paid,  or  you  come  with 
me. 

Mic.  Emma!  I'm  inextricably,  in  point  of  fact, 
floored ! 

Mrs.  Mic.  1  never  will  desert  you,  Wilkins ! 

Heep.  Come,  come,  don't  despair.  You  may 
find  a  friend  yet. 

Mic.  Who  talks  of  iriendship  to  a  wretch  like 
me? 

Heep.  I  do. 

Mic.  Ha!  a  ray  of  sunlight  dawns  upon  my  soul; 
the  clouds  of  gloom  are  dispersing  ;  something  is 
about  to in  point  of  fact,  turn  up. 

Heep.  How  mnch  is  this  demand  ? 

Mic.  Originally  a  trifle  to,  I  believe,  the  butcher  ? 

Mrs.  Mic.  Butcher. 

Mic.  Sundries  for  sustenance— seven  pound  six. 

Heep.  Is  that  all. 

Mic.  Bless  your  unsophisticated  soul,  no ! 
Divers  accumulations  have  ensued — the  little  bill 
got  wafted  into  Chancery  Lane,  where  it  mounted 
into  the  celestial  sphere  of  law,  until  it  has  become 
a  legal  comet,  with  an  irradiating  tail  of  costs ! 
Original  bill— £7  6s.,— present  sum  total,  £25  6s. 
8d.! 

Heep.  I'll  pay  it. 

Mic.  My  dear  sir,  you  lay  me  under  a  pecuniary 
obligation  the  eradicating  finger  of  time  can  never 
obliterate  within  the  tablet  of  my  memory.  Enter, 
myrmidon  !  {Enter  Officer.)  Hats  oft",  sir,  in  the 
respectable  presence  of  a  solvent  debtor  !  Respect 
the  man  who  pays  three  hundred  per  cent.,  with- 
out a  pang.  Go,  sir ;  go  ;  and  boast  amongst  your 
fellows,  that  I,  too,  have  mm-dered  a  Peruvian ! 

{Offiiccr  exiis.) 

Heep.  You'll  give  me  your  I.  0.  U.  for  the  sum, 
just  as  a  matter  of  form  ? 

Mic.  Certainly,  my  best  fiiend — any  description 
of  prospective  pecuniary  liquidation,  from  thirty 
days  upwards. 

Heep.  Just  sign  this,  then. 

Mic.  {Taking  paper.)  Hail !  youngest  born  of  an 
extensive  paper  progeny  !  Would  that  I  ha<i  the 
pie-bald  brethren  back,  like  stray  sheep,  within 
the  folds  of  my  pocket-book !  There,  sii-, — there 
goes  another  small  liability, — renewable,  I  suppose, 
at  the  usual  terms  ? 

Heep.  My  very  dear  friend,  give  yourself  no  con- 
cern touching  this.  I  will  make  it  ca.sy  for  yov 
to  take  the  matter  up. 

Mic.  My  prophetic  soul ;    How  so  ? 

Heep.  By  giving  you  instant  and  pcrmament 
occupation  in  my  own  ofilce — that  is  to  .say,  oflico 
of  self  and  partner— Wickfield  and  Heep,  attorneys 
at  law. 

Mic.  Fate — I  have  no  hesitation  in  asserting  the 
fact — you're  a  trump  I  Something  has  turned  up 
at  last ! 

Mrs.  Mic.  And  just  the  channel  through  which 
your  talent  can  burst  npon  an  astonished  com- 
munity !    Papa  always  said  that  you  had  a  j  udicial 
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mind — who   knows   but   you   may  become   Lord 
Chancellor ! 

Mic.  My  dear,  let  us  not  anticipate  the  decrees 
of  fortune.  If  I  am  reserved  to  wear  the 
Chancellor's  wig,  I  am  at  least  prepared  externally. 
My  heart,  relieved  from  its  oppressive  load  of 
grief,  bounds  at  the  anticipation  of — of — in  short, 
a  small  sum  of  ready  mouey. 

Heep.  How  delightful,  that  a  humble  individual 
like  me,  has  the  power  to  diffuse  happiness  !  Won't 
you  allow  me,  my  dear  madam,  to  snatch  Mr. 
Micawber  for  a  short  period  from  domestic  felicity, 
BO  that  he  may  b«  inducted  in  his  new  vocation  Y 

Mrs.  Mic.  Oh!  certainly.  WUkins,  go  on  and 
prosper. 

Mic.  Such,  partner  of  my  joys  and  hopes— such 
is  my  intention.  Poverty,  and  thy  attendant  train 
of  writs  and  executions,  avaunt !  Farewell  the 
scanty  meal,  and  unsatisfied  internal  arrange- 
ments! Welcome,  once  more,  the  substantial 
repast— the— in  point  of  fact,  beef-steaks  and 
bottled  porter!  Micawber' s  occupation — I  may 
say,  is  about  to  commence ! 


SCENE  ll.—PeggoUy's  Arlc.  Enter  L.  2  E.,  PEG- 
GOTTY,  CLARA,  MRS.  GUMMIDGE,  and 
DAVID. 

David.  And  so  your  name  is  Barkis,  now  Peg- 
gotty? 

C.  Peg.  Yes,  sir.  Good  gracious  me !  bless  my 
soul,  yes.  Master  David— C.  P.  Barkis.  You  see, 
Barkis  was  willin,  and  I  was  willin— and  as  there 
■was  nobody  perticklcr  to  care  about,  I  took  to 
caring  about  him — and  as  we  got  to  caring  about 
each  other,  why  we  didn't  think  it  worth  while  to 
care  about  anybody  else.  So  what  did  we  do,  but 
we  up  and  went  and  got  married. 

David.  Well,  he's  a  worthy  good  fellow,  although 
he  docs  talk  so  little. 

C.  Peg.  La,  bless  your  heart  alive  !  he's  got  over 
that !  Why,  he  sings  about  the  house  from  morn- 
ing till  night,  like  a  two-legged  tea-kettle  on  the 

Doii  I 

Enter  DAKIEL  PEGGOTTY,  L.  2  E.,  down  R. 

Peg.  Ah,  Mas'r  Davy,  bo' !  this  here's  a  un- 
expected pleasure !  I  be  main  glad  to  see  you ! 
Mother— thinking  always  of  the  old  'un— never  get 
a  word  out  of  her !  Sit  you  down,  sir  ;  no  need  in 
saying  welcome  to  you— you  know  you  are,  to  all 
on  us  !  We're  all  here,  but  Ham  and  Em'ly  ;  there's 
her  place— she'll  be  here  soon.  {Lights  candle,  and 
places  it  in  window.)  Mrs.  Gummidge,  there  you 
are,  lighted  up  as  usual !  You're  a  wonderin  what 
that's  for,  sir  ?  That's  for  our  Em'ly!  You  see, 
the  road's  not  over-good,  so  I  puts  the  light  there' 
—that  you  see,  meets  two  objects.  She  says,  says 
Emily,  "  That  there's  home  "—and  likewise  says 
Em'ly,  "  Uncle's  there  "—for  if  I  ain't  here,  there 
ain't  no  light ! 

C.  Peg. 'Why,  you're  a  baby,  Dan'l!  Always, 
and  always  will  be  nothing  in  the  blessed  w^orld, 
but  a  baby ! 

Peg.  {Crosses  to  c.)  Well,  I  don't  know  but  I  am 
—not,  maybe,  to  look  at ! 

C.  Peg.  Not  exactly ! 

Peg.  No !  Ocly  in  the  feelin' !  Why,  that  'ere 
candle— I  knows  very  well,  that  arter  she's  married 
an'  gone,  I'll  put  that  there  light  there  just  the 
same  as  ever,  and  pretend  I'm  expecting  her,  just 
like  I'm  doing  now  1     There's  a  babby  for  you,  in 


the  shape  of  a  great  sea-porkypine !    Right  for  all 
that — for  here  she  is ! 


2  E. 


Enter  HAM,  hurriedly,  L. 

Peg.  Where's  Em'ly  ? 

Ham.  (Aside  to  David.)  Here,  sir,  a  minute!  I 
don't  want  him  to  know,  not  yet !  She's  gone, 
sir! 

David.  Emily  ! 

Ham.  Gone !  She  that  we  all  loved— gone  1- and 
how  is  she  gone !— when  I  would  rather  see  her 
dead,  here  at  my  feet !    Read  this ! 

(G-iving  Mm  letter.) 

Peg.  What's  the  matter  ?  Tell  me !  I  will  know 
it !  Em'ly  is  hurt — there  has  been  some  terrible 
accident !     She  is 

David.  Gone !  {All  cry  and  rush  to  Pcggotty.) 

Peg.  Read,  sir,  read  !  Slow— slow— I  don't  know 
as  I  can  understand  ! 

David.  {Reads.)  "  When  you,  who  love  me  letter 
than  I  ever  have  deserved.— even  when  my  mind  was 
innocent— see  this,  I  shall  he  far  away." 

Peg.  "  I  shall  be  far  away!"  Emiiy — faraway! 
Well ! 

David.  (Reads.)  "  WJien  I  leave  my  dear  home— 
oh  !  so  dear— it  will  he  never  to  come  lad:— unless  he 
brings  me  bacTc  a  lady.  God  bless  all.  Fll  in-ay  for 
all,  often,  on  my  knees — and  I  don't  pray  for  my  own 
self.  My  parting  love  to  uncle— my  last  tears  for 
uncle."  (A  pause.)  1  entreat  yon,  sir,  to  have 
command  over  yourself ! 

C.  Peg.  Daniel !     My  own  dear  Daniel ! 

Peg.  Who's  the  man  ?  I  want  to  know  his  name  ! 
There's  a  man  suspected— who  is  he  ?  For  somo 
time  past  there  has  been  a  servant  lurking  about 
here,  and  a  gentleman !  They  belonged  to  each 
other !     Is  it — I  daren't  speak  the  name — is  it 

David.  Stecrforth! 

Peg.  The  villain!  The  damn'd,  black-hearted 
villain!  (Goes for  coat.)  Bear  a  hand  with  this ! 
Bear  a  hand  and  help  me  !     Now,  that  there  hat  I 

C.  Peg.  Oh,  Daniel !     Where  are  you  going  ? 

Peg.  I'm  going  to  seek  my  niece  !  I'm  going  to 
seek  my  Em'ly ! 

C.  Peg.  Where.? 

Peg.  Anywhere  !  I'm  going  to  seek  her  through 
the  woi-ld  !  I'm  going  to  find  her  in  her  shame, 
and  bring  her  back  !  Don't  try  to  stop  me !  I'm 
going- and  never-never  shall  these  bones  find  rest 
— until  she's  found  !     Oh,  Em'ly  I — Em'ly ! 

(Sinks  on  seat  by  table.) 


SCENE    lU.—WicMcld's. 
Enter  HEEP  and  MICAWBER,  l.  1  E. 

Eeep.  Well,  my  excellent  friend,  how  do  you  like 
your  new  employment  ? 

Mic.  An  oasis,  a  literary  and  arithmetical  oasis 
in  the  dreary  desert  of  my  life  !  It  is  a  great  pur- 
suit, sir— a  great  pursuit,  the  study  of  the  law !  To 
be. sure,  to  a  man  of  exalted  imagination,  the 
objection  to  legal  studies  is  the  amount  of  detail— 
the  mind  may  not  have  liberty  to— in  fact,  soar— 
and  the  column  of  life  becomes  a  mere  succession 
of  monotonous  six-and-eightpences  state.  I'm  thank- 
ful, immeasurably  thankful  to  you,  my  disinterested 
benefactor  !  (Sits  to  desk.) 

Heep.  Then,  my  good  friend,  you  can  have  no 
conscientious  scruples  about  copying  whatever  I 
dictate  ? 
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Mic.  Demolisher  of  my  pecuniary  embarrass- 
ments, Low  could  I — why  should  I? 

Heep.  Enough!  ("Crosses  to  R.)  I'll  have  use  foi' 
you  ere  long— now  go  to  the  office. 

lExit  R.  1  E. 

Mic.  Use  for  me !  Disquietude  flutters  in  my 
diaphragm!  Use  for  me!  I  feel  as  if  the  devil 
were  playing  backgammon  for  my  soul,  and  had 
just  thrown  sixes!  Can  it  be,  that  villainous 
destiny  has  rescued  Micawber  to  be  a  tool !  If  so, 
they  shall  find  that  he  will  be  an  edged  one — an — 
in  point  of  fact,  chisel !  But  I'll  prove,  before  I 
doubt,  and  theul 

Enter  DAVID,  L.  1  B. 


David.  You  here,  Micawber  ? 

Mic.  My  dear  young  friend,  this  is  a  meeting 
calculated  to  impress  the  mind  with  a  sense  of  the 
instability — in  fact — how  do  you  do !  You  find  mo 
domiciliated  here,  through  the  instrumentality  of 
an — in  point  of  fact,  friend — one  Heep.  You  know 
him? 

David.  I  do,  indeed,  thoroughly!  How  do  you 
like  him  ? 

Mic.  (Shuts  door.)  When  a  man's  pecuniary  em- 
barrassments vanish  before  the  breath  of  an  in- 
dividual, and  when  that  individual  opens  his  heart 
and  his  purse — one  would  necessarily  feel  inclined 
to  honour  that  individual  by  the  sacred  title  of — 
in  fact,  friend. 

David.  Certainly!  but 

Mic,  Allow  me !  I  am  here  in  a  position  of  trust, 
and  I  would  prefer  not  to  trench  on  delicate  sub- 
jects. I  trust  I  give  no  offence  to  the  companion 
of  my  youth  ! 

David.  Not  at  all ! 

Mic.  Enough !  Friend  of  my  soul,  enough !  Fol- 
low the  flowery  path  which  destiny  has  marked 
out  and  gravelled  smoothly  for  your  footsteps,  and 
if  ever,  in  the  course  of  sublunary  events,  pecu- 
niary difficulties  should  overshadow  it,  remember 
that  my  right  hand  has  not  lost  its  cunning,  and 
the  name  of  Wilkins  Micawber  is  yours,  on  the  face 
of  any  description  of  negotiable  paper. 

[Exit,  L.  H. 

Enter  AGNES  and  MISS  TROTWOOD,/onoicecl  by 
HEEP,  R.  1  E. 

David.  Dear  Agnes,  I'm  so  glad  to  see  you.  I 
trust  your  father  is  well  ? 

Heep.  What  should  ail  him,  Mr.  Copperfield? 
Nothing,  I  should  say,  Miss  Agnes  ? 

Miss  T.  Drat  that  eel  of  a  creature  I  Why  don't 
he  keep  himself  quiet  ? 

Heep.  I  can't — I  really  can't — I'm  so  humble ! 

Miss  T.  Here's  Wickfield.  How  changed  he  is  ! 
Can  that  be  guilt  ?    I  don't  believe  it !         (Aside.) 


Enter  WICKFIELD,  l.  1  is.— Agnes  runs  to 
him,  and  assists  him  to  chair. 

Agnes.  My  dear  father— Miss  Trotwood  and 
David  are  here. 

(Wichfield  covers  face  in  his  hands.) 

Heep.  Mental  capacity  quite  gOTie — quite  gone  ! 

Wick.  And  who  has  banished  it  ?    Who  ? 

Heep.  That's  what  I  should  like  to  know.  But 
wo  are  here  on  business,  I  presume  ? — the  business 
about  Miss  Betsy  Trotwood's  securities  I 

Wick.  Torturer  I 


COPPERFIELD. 

Heep.  I  believe,  Miss  Trotwood,  I  wrote  to 
that  they  had  been 

Miss  T.  Stolen. 

Heep.  Pardon  me— mislaid— that  was  the  obser- 
vation. 

Miss  T.  No,  it  was  not.  Here's  your  letter,  in 
which  you  distinctly  state  that  they  were  stolen, 
and  you  most  unmistakably  hint— don't  tie  yourself 
up  in  a  double  knot— that  a  near  and  good  friend  of 
mine 

Wick.  (Starting  up.)  Did  he! 

Heep.  Well,  suppose  he  did.  Humble  as  I  am,  I 
have  power  enough  to  stick  to  the  truth.  You  all 
know  how  humbly  I  came  into  this  office,  and 
although  circumstances  are  changed,  I  am  humble 
still.  I  know  that  I  have  been  useful,  very  useful 
— have  I  not,  brother  partner  ? 

Wick.  Yes,  yes. 

Heep.  Have  I  not,  Miss  Agnes  ? 

Agnes.  Yes— I— I  believe  so,  Mr.  Heep. 

Heep.  Call  me  Uriah.  You  would  ii  he  wasn't 
here,  you  know. 

Agnes.  Well,— Uriah. 

Heep.  I  humbly  thank  you.  Well,  in  my  humble- 
ness and  usefulness,  there  was  a  great,  a  glorious 
recompense,  that  shone  upon  the  distance  like  a 
radiant  star.  I  need  not  say  that  I  allude  to  the 
sweetest  of  her  sex,  Miss  Agnes  Wickfield.  To  be 
her  father  is  a  proud  distiction ;  but,  to  be  her 
husband— (ITicfcjfield  starts  up.)— to  be  her  hus- 
band  

David  and  Miss  Troticood.  Her  husband ! 

Heep.  I  spoke  plain  enough— and  that's  what  I 
intend  to  be.  I  have  a  better  right  than  any  other 
man. 

Wick.  No,  no  ! 

Heep.  Well,  since  yon  force  me  to  the  extremity 
— Miss  Trotwood's  securities  were  stolen — and 
there  stands (Pointing  to  Wickfield. 

Agnes.  No,  Uriah— I  am 

(Wickfield,  with  a  cry  faints.) 

David.  (Striking  Heep.)  Dog! 


™ 


TABLEAUX. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I.— ^  Room  at  WickHeld's. 
AGNES  and  HEEP  enter,  r.  h. 

Heep  Well,  I  have  given  you  the  alternative. 
You  know  best ;  it  ain't  for  a  humble  individual 
like  me  to  dictate.  If  you  marry  me, — and,  really 
I  don't  see  any  remarkable  sacrifice  in  that— the 
happiness  of  our  little  social  circle  will  be 
complete.  If  you  don't,  I  shall  most  reluctantly 
be  obliged  to  make  public  revelation  of  your 
father's  dishonour ! 

Agnes.  Silence,  sir  I  I  cannot,  will  not  believe ' 
it! 

Heep.  Even  if  he  should  acknowledge  it  him- 
self! 

Agne.<i.  No!  My  firm  reliance  on  his  integrity 
would  still  be  unshaken.  By  cunning  stratagem 
and  plot  you  may  make  the  right  look  wrong,  but 
never  can  you  force  me  to  harbour  one  suspicious 
thought  against  him ! 

Heep.  But  should  a  jury  of  twelve  honest  men 
agree 
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embarrassment,  by  a  temporary  loan,  not  jet 
liqnirlated,  was  I  so  rejoiced  to  see  you,  as  at  this 
transitory  moment ! 

David.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Mic.  What's  the  matter  ?  What  is  not  the  matter  ? 
Villany  is  the  matter !  Baseness  is  the  matter ! 
Deception,  fraud,  conspiracy;  and  the  name  of 
the  whole  atrocious  mass  is  Heep ! 

David.  Heop! 

Mic.  H-e-e-p !  The  strng'gle  is  over !  (Swims.) 
I'll  lead  this  wretched  life  no  longer !  Give  me 
back  myself,  substitute  Micawber  for  the  petty 
wretch  who  walks  about  in  the  boots  now  on  my 
feet,  and  call  upon  me  to  swallow  a  sword,  and  I'll 
do  it  to-morrow  morning,  with  an  appetite,  aye, 
even  though  I  should  be  reduced  to  the  extremity 
of  seeing  my  children  earning  a  precarious  sub- 
sistence by  personal  contortion,  while  Mrs- 
Micawber  officiated  upon  the  organ  ! 

David.  Pray  let  me  know,  my  good  friend. 

Mic.  No,  I  repudiate  the  familiar  expression  I 
I'll  grapple  no  man's  hand  until  I  have  blown  into 
fragments  the  diabolical  serpent,  Heep!  I'll 
know  nobody  until  I  have  raised  a  volcanic 
eruption,  and  hurled  it  upon  the  head  of  that 
interminable  cheat  and  liar,  Heep !  I'll  live  no- 
where until  I  have  crushed  into  undiscoverable 
atoms,  the  transcendant  and  immortal  hypocrite 
and  perjurer,  Heep  !  ! !  Come  to-morrow,  aunt, 
Agnes,  everybody,  and  see  if  I  don't  pulverize  into 
impalpable  dust,  the  Arch  Traitor  and  pernicious 
Slave,  Heep  ! ! ! 

\^Exit  dragging  David,  L.  H- 


Agnes.  Ah !  a  Court  of  Justice !  To  be  in  a 
position,  even  were  it  only  of  doubt,  before  the 

Enblic  gaze!— Yon,  surely,  would  not  be  so  utterly 
ihnman  ? 

Heep.  I'm  really  afraid  I  would,  my— won't  yon 
allow  me  to  say— love  !  It  is  no  use  for  you  to  beat 
your  little  heart  against  the  bars.  Your  father's 
honest  name  is  dearer  to  you,  sui-ely,  than  a  mere 
thing  of  inclination.  You  are  in  my  power,  wliolhj 
— my  silence  must  be  bought,  and  my  price  is  you. 

Agnes.  Infamous  trafficker, — peace!  You  may 
drive  even  the  most  passive  heart  to  desperation ! 

Heep.  What  would  you  do  ? 

Agnes.  I  know  not — anything! 

Heep.  But  save  your  father's  good  name ! 

Agnes.  Tempter !  Fiend  !  Wlio  destroyed  it,  and 
with  it  the  peace  of  this  once  happy  family  ?  Who 
crept  like  a  pestilence  within  our  midst,  to  poison 
every  breath  of  life  ?  Who  led  my  unsuspicious 
father,  step  by  step,  to  the  brink  of  this  impending 
destruction  ?  Who  but  yov,  ?  subtle  and  designing 
villain, — you !  (Crosses,  L.) 

Heep.  Yes  ;  I  believe  I  did  manage  tolerably  well, 
in  my  humble  way,  or  I  should  not  have  the  sweet 
anticipation  that  now  warms  my  heart.  Come, 
come;  you  had  better  yield  to  your  fate.  There's 
no  escape — you  must  be  my  wife. 

Mic.  (Entering  l.  d.  f.)  Never! 

Heep.  What  do  you  mean,  mountebank  ? 

Mic.  I  believe  the  enunciation  was  sufficiently 
distinct  in  which  I  gave  utterance  to  that  emphatic 
word,  never !     Nev-er  say  die  ! 

Heep.  Fool !  You  shall  suffer  for  this,  ungrate- 
ful scoundrel !  If  it  were  not  for  me,  yon  would  be 
swallowing  swords  for  a  subsistence  ! 

Mic.  1  know  I  would.  I  haven't  the  remotest 
idea  why  I  interrupted  the-  conversation  at  that 

fw.  ILf  £™„ht^SAit^  .♦  I,/  L  ;•„  1  Pl"fe,  sir,  ready,  and  some  warm  clothes,  when 

innrf1,r^„?  ?„3^LTf.i    M±  Particnlar  |'i„  eimes  back,Vn<Uhe  light  is  in  the  window  at 

'    £ .    mL^  ^„,.  t  1^  i7,        ;    t„        A.   „  home,  in  the  old  spot,  to  slow  her,  it  majhap  sho 

Heep.  Miss  Agnes,  I  shall  leave  you  to  ponder  on  „i ,*, t.   .-, ^„„4.    ii,„.  i,^^  '  „„  j  i,:;„^+„  „ 

what    I    have   told   you.    Remember,  to-morrow  ^Wd  get  there  first,  that  home  and  hearts  are 

must  decide.-Away  fool..  '^Cid.    ffie.)  I    must    break  it    to   him    by 

Mc.Ablow!^lhetrSr£nd"of"K;X^^^  ^!r%:^^^^&Z:f-  ^^^"''^  ''^-  ''^^■ 
stamped  in-evocably  upon  the  brow  of  a  Micawber !    ^°"y'  ^^„^J^  Zfl    l.T     c,v     <.ii    ...«r.f    r.n.. 

i^JL=nYa.*niat  ^.Itht'VTairo^    ^J^^^-r^^-^^s^m,^^ 

■•trnts^rfLn^rln,  means  h.  Which  we    ^Hh«S 
can  escape  from  the  toils  of  that  cunning  wretch  ?         S?,"ici    I  have 

Mic.  Amongst  the  clouds  of   coming  events,   I        p^„    nf -RTniw't     AIiVp? 
think  I  may  venture  to  prognostigate  a  particn-       Si^  vt?  ^aV  ifocrT %,.,,„  .^  r 
larly  large  shadow  will  most  probably  prostrate       ?1''''^;  J*^'^';„^*i^l'*;vp^''Pvi  L««»     Qo.  fT,of 
sciundr'ef  HLn*^    ^^'''^''     ''    that^ d^etestable    ,J?eomfngrckf  '^^'^      ^'''  ^"'     ^^'  '"^^ 

I^Aeiv^n  grant  it  may  be  so.  formypoor  i,,Swm"'^  """  '^^*  she  is-at  all  events,  she 
father's  sake !  p^^    g^^^  j^  ^^^.^^^  gir-my  Em'Iy  is  alive,  and 

'-'»••    coming  back.    I  have  known  it  awake  and  asleep, 

Mic,  So  say  we  all  of  us!  hip,  hip,  hurrah!  ;  that  I  should  find  her,  and  I  will!  Oh!  It  can't 
{Enter  David,  l.  d.  p.)  Copperfield !  never  in  the  j  be,  that  the  blessed  hope  which  has  held  me  up 
whole  course  of  my  distressful  pilgrimage,  even  .  while  I've  been  seeking  her  throiigh  land  and  sea 
when    you   relieved   the    pressure    of  pecuniary  I  is  to  be  beaten  down  at  last !    Mas'r  Davy,  I  don't 


SCENE  ll.~Peggotty's  Lodging .—FEGGOTTY  dis- 
covered looking  sad  and  dejected. 
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know  where  it  comes  from,  or  how  it  is,  but  I'm 
Bure  she  is  near  me  now ! 

David.  Bear  it  like  a  man,  Daniel— she  is. 

Peg.  Ha !  I  knew  it  here  !  I  know  deep  in  my 
heart !    Where  is  she  ? 

David.  Nearer  than  you  imagine,  Daniel. 

Peg.  No,  not  if  she  was  within  the  reach  of  my 

arm.     She  is,  she  is (David  goes  to  door,  l.  h., 

and  brings  on  EMILY.)  Em'ly,  still  our  pet,  onr 
darling — have  I  found  you  at  last  ?  Don't  turn 
away  from  me,  my  sweet,  sorely-tempted  lamb, 
but  come  close,  close  to  my  heart !  There,  poor 
child,  poor  child ! 

Emily.  I  dare  not  lift  my  sinful  eyes,  uncle.  I 
don't  deserve  a  thought  or  word  of  kindness  now. 

Peg.  You  do,  my  poor,  faded  lily — now  more  than 
eve^.  It  was  no  fault  of  yours — it  was  I  to  blame 
for  not  watching  over  you.  But  come,  I  have  you 
now — never  to  be  parted  again.  Never,  never! 
Come,  darling,  home,  home — where  all  hearts  are 
open  to  you — home,  where  your  great  sorrows  shall 
be  washed  by  our  joyful  tears.    Come,  pet,  come. 


[^Exeunt,  L.  h. 


SCENE  Ill.—WickfieU's  OMee.  COPPERFIELD, 
TRADDLFS,  and  MISS  TROTWOOD  discovered. 
Talle  and  Papers.     Enter  MICAWBER. 

Miss  T.  Now,  sir,  we  are  ready  for  Mount 
Vesuvius,  or  any  other  erux)tiou. 

Mic.  Madam,  I  trust  you  will  shortly  witness  a 
pyrotechnic  display !  Yon  are  aware  that  you  arc 
assembled  here,  to  witness  the  betrothal  of  Uriah 
Heep,  Esq.,  junior  partner  in  the  firm  of  Wickfield 
and  Heep,  and  Agnes,  sole  daughter  of  the  senior 
of  ditto,  of  ditto. 

Miss  T.  Yes,  yes — I  know  we  are  come  to  see  a 
girl  sacrificed  to  a  fish,  also  to  have  some  definite 
idea  how  the  fiinds  of  Betsy  Trotwood  have  been 
abstracted.    This  you  promise. 

Mic.  Promise,  and  vow! — but  'tis  not  yet  the 
time.  Perhaps,  under  existing  circumstances, 
madam  and  gentlemen,  you  would  submit  your- 
selves, for  the  moment,  to  the  direction  of  one, 
who,  although  on  the  eve  of  departure  for  a  foreign 
chme,  feeling  this  too  crowded^  hemisphere  docs 
not  give  his  aspiring  soul  sufficient  elbow-room, 
•would  consecrate  the  few  hours  yet  left  him  in  the 
land  of  his  forefathers,  to  an  act  of  justice! 
Further  this  deponent  sayeth  not,  but  the  simple 
announcement  that  yon  may  expect  an— in  point 
of  fact — look  out  for  squalls ! 

[_Ent  E.,  lowing . 
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the  preliminary  documents,  to  the  completion 
my  happiness. 

{Goes  to  tahle,  and  arrange/^  papers., 

David.  Dear  Agnes  !  Yon  will  not  saci-ifice  your- 
self, from  a  mistaken  sense  of  duty  ! 

Agnes.  To  preserve  my  father's 'honourable  name 
I  would  cheerfully  yield  up  life  itself  ! 

David.  But  could  it  be  preserved  in  any  other 
way? 

Agnes.  Oh!  I  would  bless  the  means,  and  devote 
my  life  to  any  other  but  that  mercenary  wretch  ! 

David.  Trust  in  Heaven,  Agnes,  who  will  never 
suffer  the  wicked  to  triumph!  Restrain  your 
emotion  for  a  short  time. 

(Heep  having  spread  paper,  comes  doun 
stage  to  Wickfield.  MICAWBER, 
who  has  come  on  unseen,  quickly 
chinges  paper,  then  takes  wp  large 
ruler.) 


Heep.  Come,  fellow  partner,  my  humble  signa- 
ture is  made. 

Wick.  No,  no  !  'Tis  monstrous  !  I  cannot,  will 
not  selfishly  sacrifice  my  daughter's  happiness  for 
life !  Come  what  may — pour  what  infamy  you  can 
upon  my  head,  I  will  not  sign  ! 

Heep.  Oh,  very  well !  I  was  prepared  for  this ! 
The  officers  are  at  hand. 

Mic.  (Aside  to  Wickfield.)  Sign,  but  first  read! 

Agnes.  A  moment !  Sign,  father,  I  am  content! 
(Wickfield  goes  up,  and  looks  at  vapers.) 

Wick.  What's  this !  The  missing  securities  be- 
longing to  Miss  Trotwood  !  (All  start.) 

Heep.  Ha  1     Who  has  done  this  ? 

Mic.  I  did — with  the  concurrence  of  my  legal 
friend,  Mr.  Thomas  Traddles,  Esquire!  —  the 
mountebank,  the  sword-swallower,  whose  soul  you 
thought  you  had  purchased  for  a  few  miserable 
I.  O.  U.'s ! 

David.  Agnes  ! 

^gncs.  Life,  hope,  and  honour  recovered  !  I  am 
thine,  thine  for  ever !  \ 


(They  emhrace. 


Heep.  Oh,  ho !  This  is  a  conspiracy  !  You  have 
met  here  by  appointment !  You're  a  pretty  set  of 
people,  ain't  you,  to  buy  over  my  clerk,  who  is  the 
very  scum  of  society ;  but  I'll  have  some  of  you 
under  the  hai'row !  As  for  you,  Micawber,  I'll 
crush  you  yet !  Give  me  that  pocket-book— you  had 
better  1 

(Micaxchcr  hits  him  with  ruler.) 

Mic.  Approach  me  again,  and  if  yonr  head  is 
human,  I'll  break  it,  you  heap  of  iniquity  !  Why, 
this  is  nothing  to  the  proofs  we  have  obtained— my 
legal  friend  and  self — of  the  infernal  villanies,  and 
malpractices,  and  forgeries,  by  which  you  have 
been  years  acting  upon  the  parental  affection.'?,  and 
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Enter  HEEP,  with  AGNES  on  his  orm,  followed  ly 
WICKFIFLT 

I  sense  of  honour— until  you   have  plundered  and 
Heep.  Now  this  is  kind— this  is  indeed  very  kind  !  cajoled  this  noble-minded  family  to  the  very  jaws 
of  you  all!— Copperfield,  my  legal  friend  Traddles,  '  of  destruction ! 

and  all,  to  gather  round  so  humble  an  individual,  I  Heep.  Perhaps  you  may  think  this  a  triumph,  all 
on  this  auspicious  occasion !  Things  are  changed  i  of  you  ?  But,  beware !  I  know  enough  about  you 
in  this  office  since  I  was  an  'nmble  clerk — but  I'm  <  all !  I'll  have  revenge — deadly,  desperate  revenge! 


not  changed,  Miss  Trotwood ! 

Miss  T.  Well,  sir,  to  tell  the  tinith,  I  think  you 
are  pretty  constant  to  the  promise  of  your  youth  ! 
Oh,  for  giacious  sakes,  don't  try  tb  twist  yourself 
into  a  corkscrew ! 

Heep.  Oh,  thank  you,  Miss  Trotwood,  for  your 
good  opinion  !  Well,  fellow  partner,  hero  we  arc — 
nothing  remains  but  the  delightful  task  of  signing 


I've  not  done  with  you  yet !  (Going. — Enter 
Ojjiccrs.)    Who  are  yon  ? 

Mic.  The  officers  you  had  in  readiness  to  arrest 
Mr.  Wickfield !  Oh,  you  had  your  plot  beauti- 
fully laid — all  but  the  last  scene !  It's  exit  Heep 
and  officers— not  officers  aiid  Wickfield  ! 

Heap.  Foiled!— Ruined!— Undermined!  May  the 
curses 
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Mic.  Ladies,  sir,  ladies!  Respect  feminine 
nerves,  and  retire  decently  to,  in  point  of  fact, 
jail !     Who's  swallowing  swords  now  I 

{Exit  Recp  and  officers.) 
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David.  My  Agnes  restored !  "Wliat  can  I  do  for 
you? 

Wicl:,  My  peace  of  mind  recovered !      My  friend ! 

Agnes.  My  father's  good  name  preserved  1  My 
benefactor ! 

Miss  T.  My  money  returned!    Good  fellow  I 


Mic.  You  overpower  me !  All  that  this  waif  and 
stray  upon  life's  ocean  will  now  venture  to  ask  is 
that  you  will,  collectively  and  individually,  receive 
from  the  water's  edge  the  valedlctoi'y  remarks  of 
him,  who  subscribes  himself  your  most  devoted 
friend,  Wilkins  Micawbcr.  Farewell,  farewell ! 
Be  happy  in  your  respective  domestic  circles— and 
especially,  let  nobody  forget — for  I  never  shall — 
the  companion  of  my  youth,  the  dissipatcr  of  my 
pecuniary  difficulties,  David  Copferfield.  Es(i.  f 
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3d.  extra.  —  A  new  Edition,  with  Memoir, 
Portrait,  and  Vignette. 

SCOTT'S  POETICAL  WORKS,  Sixpence.  Per 
post,  2d.  extra.— New  Edition  of  the  Poems  of 
Sir  Walter  Scott.    Illustrated. 

LONGFE  .LOW'S  WORKS,  Sixpence.  Per  post, 
2d.  extra.— New  Edition,  with  Memoir,  Portrait, 
and  Frontispiece. 

MILTON'S  WORKS,  Sixpence.  Per  post,  2d. 
extra.— A  new  Edition,  complete,  with  Memoir, 
Portrait,  and  Frontispiece. 


SH    CLASSICS. 

COWPER'S  WORKS.  Sixpence.  Per  post,  2d. 
extra.— A  new  and  complete  Edition,  with  Me- 
moir, Portrait,  and  Frontispiece, 

WORDSWORTH'S  WORKS,  Sixpence.  Per  post, 
2d.  extra.— A  new  and  complete  Edition,  with 
numerous  Illustrations. 

BURNS'  POETICAL  WORKS,  Sixpence.  Per 
post,  2d.  extra.  —  This  new  and  complete 
Edition  of  the  Poems  of  Robert  Burns  Is  elabo. 
rately  Illustrated,  and  contains  the  whole  of  the 
Poems,  Life,  and  Correspondence  of  the  great 
Scottish  Bard. 

MOORE'S  POETICAL  WORKS,  Sixpence.  Per 
post,  2d.  extra. —  New  and  complete  Edition, 
with  numerous  Illustrations. 

THOMSON'S    SEASONS,    Sixpence.      Per  post, 

2d.  extra.— The  works  of  James  Thomson,  com. 

plete,  with  Memoir,  Portrait,  and  four  Ilias- 

trations. 
THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS,  Sixpence.     Per  post, 

3d.  extra.— A  new  Translation,  complete,  with 

numerous  Illustrations. 
BUNYAN'S     PILGRIM'S     PROGRESS.     lUus- 

trated.— Twopence.    Post-free.  2Jd.   Unabridged 

Edition.  [Remit  Halfpenny  Stamps. 


DICKS'    ENGLISH    NOVELS. 

Now  Publishing,  in  perfect  volume  form,  price   Sixpence,  a  Series  of  Original  Novels,  by  the ; 
Popular  Authors.    Each  Novel  contains  from  TEN    TO    TWENTY    ILLUSTRATIONS. 


1.  For  a  Woman's  Sake.    W.  Phillips. 

2.  Against  Tide.    Miriam  Ross. 
S.  Hush  Money.    C.  H.  Ross. 

4.  Talbot  Harland.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

5.  Will  She  Have  Him  ?    A.  Graham, 

6.  Old  Curiosity  Shop.     By  Charles  Dickens. 

7.  Counterfeit  Coin.  Author  of  "  Against  Tide." 

8.  Entrances  &  Exits.   Author  of "  Anstrutha." 

9.  Eugene  Aram.     By  Sir  E.  Lytton  Bulwer. 

10.  Tower  Hill.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

11.  Rose  <fc  Shamrock.  Author  of  "Lestelle." 

12.  South-Sea  Bubble.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 
18.  Nobody's  Fortune.     Edmund  Yates, 

14.  Twenty  Straws.  Author  of  "  Carynthia." 

15.  Lord  Lisle's  Daughter.    C.  M.  Braeme. 

16.  After  Many  Years.  Author  of  "Against  Tide.' 

17.  Rachel,  the  Jewess.    M,  E.  O.  Malen. 

18.  What  is  to  Be.   Author  of  "  Twenty  Straws." 

19.  John  Trevlyn's  Revenge.    E.  Phillips. 

20.  Bound  by  a  Spell.    H.  Rebak. 

21.  Yellow  Diamond.    Author  of  "Lestelle." 

22.  The  Younger  Son.  Rev,  H.  V.  Palmer. 

23.  Pelhara.    By  Sir  E.  Lytton  Bulwer. 

24.  Naomi.    Author  of  "Rachel," 

25.  Sw?pt  &  Garnished.    A.  W.  Thompson. 

26.  Jennie  Gray.    Author  of  "Against  Tide." 

27.  Lestelie.    Author  of  "Yellow  Diamond," 

28.  Tracked.    Author  of  "Bound  by  a  Spell." 

29.  Carynthia.  Author  of  "Twenty  Straws." 
SO.  Violet  and  Rose.  Author  of  "Blue  Bell," 
81.  Cost  of  a  Secret.  Author  of  "  TwoPearls." 
S2.  Terrible  Tales.    By  G,  A.  Sala, 

38.  Doomed.    Author  of  "  Tracked." 

84.  White  Lady.  Author  of  "  Ingaretha," 

85.  Link  your  Chain.    Author  of  "  Blue  BelL" 

86.  Two  Pearls,    Author  of  "Lestelle." 

37.  Young  Cavalier.     Author  of  "Tracked." 

38.  The  Shadow  Hand.    Author  of  "Naomi." 

39.  Wentworth  Mystery.    Watts  Phillips. 

40.  Merry  England.    W.  H.  Ainsworth.     _ 

41.  Blue  Bell.    Author  of  "Link your  Cham.' 

42.  Humphrey  Grant's  Will.  Author  "Doomed." 

43.  Jessie  PhiUips,   Mrs.  Trqllope 


45.  Blanche  Fleming.    By  Sara  Dunn. 

46.  The  Lost  Earl.    By  P.  McDermott. 

47.  The  Gipsy  Bride.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen. 

48.  Last  Days  of  Pompeii.  BySirE.  L.  Bulwer 

49.  The  Lily  of  St.  Erne.    By  Mrs,  Crow 

60.  The  Goldsmith's  Wife.    W.  H.  Ainsworth, 

61.  Hawthorne.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen, 

62.  Bertha.  By  Author  "  Bound  by  a  Spell." 
53.  To  Rank  through  Crime,  By  R.  Griffiths. 
64.  The  Stolen  Will.    By  M.  E.  6.  Malen 

56.  Pomps  and  Vanities,  liev.  H.  V.  Palmer. 
66.  Fortune's  Favourites.    By  Sara  Dunn. 

57.  Mysterious  House  in  Chelsea.  By  E.  Boyd 
28.  Two  Countesses  <fe  Two  Lives.  M.E.MaI»n 
69.  Playing  to  Win.    George  Manville  Fenn. 

60.  The  Pickwick  Papers.  By  Charles  Dickens, 

61.  Doom  of  the  Dancing  Master.    C.  H.  Ross 

62.  Wife's  Secret.  Author  of  "The  Heiress." 

63.  Castlerose.    Margaret  Blount. 

64.  Golden  Fairy.    Author  of  "Lestelle." 

65.  The  Birthright.    Author  of  "  Castlerose." 

66.  Misery  Joy.    Author  of  "  Hush  Money." 

67.  The  Mortimers.  Author  of  "  Wife's  Secret* 

68.  Chetwynd  Calverley.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

69.  Woman's  Wiles.    Mrs.  Crow. 

70.  Ashfleld  Priory.    Author  of  "  Rachel." 
7L  Brent  HaU.    By  Author  of  "  Birthright." 
72.  Lance  Urquhart's  Loves.    Annie  Thomas. 
78.  For  Her  Natural  Life.    Mrs.  Winstanley. 
74.  Marion's  Quest.    Mrs.  Laws. 

76.  Imogen  Herbert.    Author  of  "Mortimers.* 

76.  Ladye  Lauras  Wraith.    P.  McDermott. 

77.  Fall  of  Somerset.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

78.  Pearl  of  Levonby.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen, 

79.  My  Lady's  Master.    By  C.  Stevens. 

80.  Beatrice  Tyldesley.    Bv  W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

81.  Overtaken.    By  Starr  Rivers, 

82.  Held  in  Thrall.    By  Mrs.  L.  Crow. 

83.  Ernest  Maltravers.     By  Sir  E.  L.  Bulwer, 

84.  Nicholas  Nickleby.    By  Charles  Dickens. 

85.  Oliver  Twist.    By  Charles  Dickens, 

86.  Barnaby  Riidge.    By  Charles  Dick«ns. 

87.  Paul  (Clifford.    By  Sir  E.  Lytton  Bulwer. 

88.  Rienzi.    By  Sir  Edward  Lytton  Bulwer. 


44.  A  Desperate  Deed.    By  Erskine  Boyd. 

flise   SlXPKcrCB;   post    free,   9d.   Except   ENESANCES    AND    EXITS   and    NOBODY'S   FOBTUN* 
double  size,  One  Shkxing.    Remit  Halfpenny  Stamps. 

London  John  Dices,  813,  Strand;  and  all  Bookselleis. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


The  Favourite  Illustrated  Magazines  of  the  Day,  for  the  Home  Circle, 

BOW    BELLS, 

Published  Every  Wednesday,    contains 

TwentV'four  large  folio  Pages  of  Original  Matter  by  Popular  Writerx,  and  about  Twelve  Illuatratiom 
by  Eminent  Artists,  and  is  the  Largest  in  the  World. 
The  General  Contents  consist  of  Two  or  Three  Continuous  Novels,  Talcs  of  Adventure  founded  on  fact 
Tales  of  Heroism,  also  founded  on  fact.  History  and  Legends  of  Old  Towns,  with  Illustrative  Slietches  fron 
the  Original  Pictures,  Complete  Stones,  Tales,  Picturesque  Sketches,  Talcs  of  Operas.  Lives  of  Celebrate* 
Actresses  (past  and  present).  Adventures,  National  Customs,  Curious  Facts,  Memoirs  with  Portraits  o 
Celebrities  of  the  Day,  Essays,  Poetry,  Fine  Art  Engravings,  Original  and  Select  Music,  Pages  Devotee 
to  the  Ladies,  The  Worlc-Table.  Receipts,  Our  Own  Sphinx,  Acting  Charades,  Chess,  Varieties.  Saying: 
and  Doings,  Notices  to  Correspondents,  <kc. 

Weekly.  One  Penny.    Monthly  Parts,  Ninepence.    Remit  Threehalfpence  in  Stamps,  for  Specimen  Otpy. 

With  the  Monthly  Parts  are   Presented:— Fancy  Needlework  Supplements.  Coloured  Parisian  Plates 
Berlin  Wool  Patterns,  Fashionable  Parisian  Head-dresses,  Point  Lace  Needlework,  &c.  <fcc, 

ALL  THE  BEST  AVAILABLE  TALENT,   ARTISTIC  AN©  LITEBART,  ARE  ENGAGED. 

Volumes  I  to  XXXVI,  elegantly  bound,  Now  Ready. 

Each  Volume  contains  nearly  300  Illustrations,  and  640  Pages  of  Letterpress.    The^e  are  the  most  hand 
some  volumes  ever  offered  to  the  Public  for  Five  Shillings.    Post-free,  One  ShiUiugand  Sixpence  extra. 


COMPANION    WORK    TO    BOW  BELLS. 
Simultaneously  with  Bow  Bells  is  issued,  Price  One  Penny,  in  handsome  wrapper, 

BOW    BELLS    NOVELETTES. 

This  work  is  allowed  to  be  the  handsomest  Periodical  of  its  class  in  cheap  literature.  The  authors  and 
Artists  are  of  tlie  highest  repute.  Each  number  contains  a  complete  Novelette  of  about  the  length  of  a 
One- Volume  Novel. 

Bow  Bells  Novelettes  consists  of  sixteen  large  pages,  with  three  beautiful  illustrations,  and  is  issued  in 
Btj'le  far  superior  to  any  other  magazines  ever  published.  The  work  is  printed  in  a  clear  and  good  type, 
on  paper  ot  a  fine  quality. 

Bow  Bells  Novelettes  is  also  published  in  Parts,  Price  Sixpence,  each  part  containing  Four  Complete 
Novels.  Vols.  1  to  VII,  each  containing  Twenty-five  complete  Novels,  bound  in  elegantly  coloured  cover, 
price  2s.  6d.,  or  bound  in  cloth,  gilt-lettered,  4s.  6d. 


EVERY  WEEK.— This  Illustrated  Periodical,  containing  sixteen  large  pages,  is  published  every  Wednes- 
day, simultaneously  with  Bow  Bells,  it  is  the  only  Halfpenny  Periodical  in  England,  and  is  about  the 
size  of  the  largest  weekly  journal  except  Bow  Bells.  A  Volume  of  this  Popular  Work  is  published  Half, 
yearly.    Vol.  XXVI,  now  ready,  price  Two  Shillings.    Weekly,  One  Halfpenny.    Monthly,  Threepence. 

THE  HISTORY  AND  LEGENDS  OF  OLD  CASTLES  AND  ABBEYS.— With  Illustrations  from  Original 
Sketches.  The  Historical  Facts  are  compiled  from  the  most  authentic  sources,  and  the  Original  Legends 
and  Engravings  are  written  and  drawn  by  eminent  Authors  and  Artists,  The  Work  is  printed  in  bold, 
clear  type,  on  good  paper;  and  forms  a  handsome  and  valuable  Work,  containing  743  quarto  pages,  and 
190  Illustrations.    Price  Twelve  Shillings  and  Sixpence. 

DJCKS'  EDITION  OF  STANDARD  PLAYS.— Price  One  Penny  each.  Comprising  all  the  most  Popular 
Plays  by  the  most  Eminent  Writers.  Most  ot  the  Plays  contain  from  16  to  32  pages,  are  printed  in  clear 
type,  on  paper  of  good  quality.  Each  Play  is  Illustrated,  and  sewn  in  an  Illustrated  Wrapper.  Numbers 
1  to  320,  now  ready. 

THE  HOUSEHOLD  BOOK  OF  DOMESTIC  ECONOMY.— Price  One  Shilling.  Post  free,  Is.  6d.  This 
remarkably  cheap  and  aseful  book  contains  everything  for  everybody,  and  should  be  found  in  every 

household. 

DICKS'  BRITISH  DRAMA.— Comprising  the  Works  of  the  most  Celebrated  Dramatists.  Complete  In 
12  Volumes.  Each  volume  containing  about  20  plays.  Every  Play  Illustrated.  Price  One  Shilling  each 
Volume.    Per  Post,  Fourpence  extra. 

BOW  BELLS  HANDY  BOOKS,— A  Series  of  Little  Books  under  the  above  title.  Each  work  contains 
04  pages,  printed  in  clear  type,  and  on  fine  paper. 

L  Etiquette  for  Ladles.  I  3.  Language  of  Flowers.  I  5.  Etiquette  on  Courtship 

i^  14.  Guide  to  the  Ball  Room.        I  and  Marriage. 

Price  8d.   Post  free^3id.    *:very  family  should  possess  the  Bow  Bells  Handx  Books. 

THK  TOILEri'E:  A  Guide  to  the  Improvement  of  Personal  Appearance  and  the  Preservation  of  Health 
A  New  Edition,  \  rice  is.,  or  by  post,  Is.  id.,  cloth,  gilt. 

London:  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand;  and  all  Booksellen. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


IVLXJSIC 


.  DICKS'  PIANOFORTE   TUTOR. 

his  book  19  full  music  size,  and  contains  instructions  and  exercises,  full  of  simplicity  and 
melody,  which  ■will  not  weary  the  student  in  their  study,  thus  rendering  the  work  the 
best  Pianoforte  Guide  ever  issued.  It  contains  as  much  matter  as  those  tutors  for  which 
six  times  the  amount  is  charged.  The  work  is  printed  on  toned  paper  of  superior  quality, 
in  good  and  large  type.     Pi-ice  One  Shilling ;  post  free,  Twopence  extra. 

CZERNY'S  STUDIES  FOR  THE  PIANOFORTK 

?hese  celebrated  Studies  in  precision  and  velocity,  for  which  the  usual  price  has  been  Half- 
;  a-Guinea,  is  now  issued  at  One  Shilling  ;  post  free,  threepence  extra.    Every  student  of 

the  Pianoforte  ought  to  possess  this  companion  to  the  tutor  to  assist  him  at  obtaining 

proficiency  on  the  instrument. 

DICKS'  EDITION  OF  STANDA.RD  OPERAS  (full  music  size),  with  Italian,  French,  or  German 
and  English  Words.    Now  ready  : — 

Donizetti's  "  Lucia  di  Lammermook,"  with  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  the  Composer.  Price  23.  6d. 
Rossini's  "  II  Barbiehe,"  with  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  the  Composer,     Price  2s.  6d. 
Elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  gilt  lettered,  Ss.  each.    Others  are  in  the  Press.      Delivered  carriage 
free  for  Eighteenpence  extra  per  copy  to  any  part  of  the  United  Kingdom. 

UMS  REEVES'  SIX  CELEBRATED  TENOR  SONGS,  Music  and  Words.  Price  One  Shilling. 
Pilgrim  of  Love  Bishop.— Death  of  Nelson.  Braham.— Adelaide,  Beethoven.— The  Thorn.  Shield. 
— Tlie  Anchor's  Weigt  ed.      Braham. — Tell  me,  Mary,  how  to  Woo  Thee.    Hodson. 

iDELINA  PATTI'S  SIX  FAVOURITE  SONGS,  Music  and  Words.     Price  One  Shilling.    There  be 
' ;  none  of  Beauty's  Daughters.  Mendelssohn.— Hark,  hark,  the  Lark.  Schubert.— Home,  Sweet  Home. 
Bishop.— The  Last  Rose  of  Summer.    T.  Moore. — Where  the  Bee  Sucks.    Dr.  Arne. — Tell  me,  my 
'  Heart.     Bishop. 

3HARLES  SANTLEY'S  SIX  POPULAR  BARITONE  SONGS.  Music  and  Word?.  Price  One  Shilling. 
The  Lads  of  the  Village.    Dibdiii.— The  Wanderer.     Schubert.— In  Childhood  My  Toys.    Lortzing. 
— Ti  m  Bowling.    Dibdin. — Rock'd  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep.     Knight. — Mad  Tom.     Pureed. 
*^*    Any  of  the  above  Songs  can  also  be  had  sepr.rately,  price  Threepence  each. 

MUSICAL  TREASURES.—  Full  Mu.-ic  size,  price  Fouipeuce.  Now  Publishing  Weekly.  A  Complete 
Repertory  of  the  best  Englisl-  mid  Foroigu  Music,  aucient  atid  modern,  vocal  and  instrumental, 
solo  and  concerted,  with  critical  and  bijgraphical  miuotutions,  for  the  pianoforte. 

1  My  Normandy    (Ballad) 

2  Auld  Kobin  Gray    (Scotch  Ballad) 
8  La  Svnipathie  Valse 

4  Tlu'  i'il^rim  of  Love    (Romance) 

5  Di  I'esciitore    (.'^oml') 

6  To  Fiir-off  Mouiirii  ii    (Duet) 

7  'lh(i  Anchors  Wcigli'il    (Ballad) 

8  A  Woin.tns  Heart    (B.-illad) 

9  Oh.  .Mountain  Ho;!  e!    (Diu-t) 
.0  Above,  how  Brightly  Beams  the  Morning 
.1  The  Marriage  of  the  Itoses    (Valse) 
.2Korma    (Duet) 
18  Lo!  Heavenly  Beanty    (Cavatina) 

14  In  Cliiklhood  my  Toys    (Song) 

15  Wliilo  Beauty  Clothes  the  Fertile  Vale 

16  The  Harp  that  once  through  Tara's  Halls 

17  The  Manly  Heart    (Duet) 

18  Hoethoven's  "Andante  and  Variations" 

19  In  that  Lons-lost  Home  we  Love    (Song) 

20  Wliere  the  Bee  bucl;s    (Song) 

21  All.  lair  Dreiim    C'Marta") 
B  La  Petit  Fleur 

23  Angels  ever  Bright  and  Fair 

24  Naught  e'er  should  Sever    (Duet) 

25  ""Tis  but  a  little  Faded  Flow'r    (Ballad) 
2«  Mv  Motherbids  me  Bind  my  Hair  (Canzonet) 
27  Coming  tliro'  the  Uye    (Son«) 
»  Beautiful  Isle  of  tlie  Sea    (Ballad) 
2«  'lell  ine,  mv  Heart    (Song) 
Jii  I  luiow  a  B"ank    (Duet) 
Jl  The  Minstrel  Boy    (Irish  Melody) 
32  Hommage  au  Genie 
ja  See  what  Tretty  Brooms  I've  Bought 
S»  Tom  Bowling    (Song)  • 
J3  Tell  me,  Mary,  how  to  Woo  Thee    (Ballad) 


3(J  'Vhen  the  Swallows  Homeward  Fly    (Song) 

37  Itockd  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep    (Song) 

38  IJeothoven's  VV,rfutzes    First  Series 
3l»  As  ii  Fell  upon  a  Day    (Duet) 

40  A  Life  on  the  Ocean  Wave    (Song) 

41  Why   are    you  Wandering    here   I   pray? 

(Ballad) 

42  A  Maiden's  Prayer.  • 

43  Vaise  Brillante 

41  Home.  Sweet  Home!    (Song) 

45  Oft  in  the  Stilly  Night    (Song) 

46  All's  Well    (Duct) 

47  The  ••Crown  Diamonds"   Fantasia 

48  Hear  me,  dear  One    (Serenade) 

4'.>  Youth  and  Love  at  the  Helm    (Barcarolle) 

50  Adelaide    Beethoven    (song) 

51  The  Death  of  Nel.sou    (Song) 

52  Hurk.  hark,  the  Lark 

5;i  The  Last  Hose  of  Summer    (Irish  Melody) 

54  The  Tliorn    (Song) 

.55  The  Lads  of  the  Village    (Song) 

.)6  There  be  none  ot  Beauty's  Daughters  (Song) 

57  The  Wanderer  (Song) 

.is  r  have  Plucked  the  Fairest  Flower 

5'.»  liid  .Mo  Discourse    (Song) 

60  Fisher  .Maiden    (Song) 

61  FairA:j-nes    (Barcarolle) 

62  How  Calm  and  Bright    (Song) 

63  Woiuiin's  Inconstancy    (Song) 

64  Echo  Duet 

65  The  Meeting  of  the  Waters    (Irish  Melody) 

66  Lo,  Here  the  Gentle  L,ark 

67  Beethoven's  Waltzes     (Second  .Series^ 

68  Cliild  of  Earth  with  tlie  cioldeii  Hair  (Song) 
fiy  Should  he  Upbraid  (Song) 


London:  John  Dicks.  .'^IM.  Strand:  and  all  Buokstliers. 
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Now  Publisliing,  One  Penny,  Weekly, 

DICKS'    STANDARD    PLAYI 


AND 


FREE  ACTING   DRAMA. 

^B  THE  EepRESBNTATION  OF  WHICH   THESE   IS   NO  LeGAL  ChAEGB. 

The  follo'wring  are  new  Ready : 


187.  The  Turnpike  Gate 

188.  The  Lady  of  Lyons 
293.  Oliver  Twist 

302.  Won;<in'sWit 

306.  Wild  Oats 

307.  Eookwov4 

308.  The  Gambler's  Fate 

309.  Heme  the  Hunter 

310.  "Yes  "and  "No" 

311.  The  Sea-Captain 

312.  Eugene  Aram 

313.  The  Wrecker's  Daughter 

314.  Alfred  the  Great 

315.  The     Wandering     Minstrel      and 

Intrigue 

316.  My    Neighbour's  Wife    and    The 

Married  Bachelor 

317.  Richelieu 

318.  Money 

319.  Ion 

320.  The  Bridal 

321.  Paul  Pry 

322.  The  Love-Chase 

323.  Glencoe 

324.  The  Spitalfields  Weaver  and  Stage 

Struck 

325.  Robert  Macaire 
3i6.  The  Country  Squire 

327.  The  Athenian  Captive 

328.  Barney  the  Baron  and  The  Happy 

Man 

329.  Der  Frieschutz 

330.  Hush  Money 

331.  East  Lynne 

332.  The  Robbers 

333.  The  Bottle 

334.  Kenilworth 

335.  The  Mountaineers 

336.  Simpson  and  Co. 

337.  A  Roland  for  an  Oliver 

338.  The  Turned  Head  and  The  Siamese 

Twins 
The  Maid  of  Croissey 
Van  Winkle 


339 
340 


341.  The  Court  Fool 

342.  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin 

343.  Deaf  as    a    Post   and   A  Soldierl 

Courtship 

344.  The  Bride  of  Lammermoor 

345.  Gwynneth  Vaughan 

346.  Esmeralda 

347.  Joan  of  Arc 

348.  Town  and  Country 

349.  The  Middy  Ashore  and  Matteo  Falc 

350.  Duchess  of  Malfi 

351.  Naval  Engagements 

352.  Victorine,  the  Maid  of  Paris 

353.  The  Spectre  Bridegroom 

354.  Alice  Gray 

355.  Fish  out  of  Water  and  Family  Jai 

356.  Rory  O'More 

357.  Zarah 

358.  Love  in    Humble    Life    and    Fiftj 

Tears  of  Labour  Lost 
A  Dream  of  the  Future 
Mrs.  White  and  Cherry  Bounce 
The  Elder  Brother 
The  Robber's  Wife 
The     Sleeping     Draught     and 

Smoked  Miser 

364.  Love 

365.  The  Fatal  Dowry 

366.  The  Bengal  Tiger  and  Kill  or  Cure 
337.  Paul  Clifford 
368.  The  Dumb  Mitn  of  Miinchester 

The  Sergeant's  Wife 

.Jonathan  Bradford 

Gilderoy 

Diamond  cut  Diamond  and  Philipi 

A  Legend  of  Florence 

David  Oopperfield 

Dombey  and  Son 

Night  and  Morning 

Ernest  Maltravers 

The  Dancing  Barber  and  Tumii 

the  Tables 
Lucretia  Borgia 


^59. 

3€f). 
361. 
362. 
363. 


369. 
3/<'. 
371. 
372. 
373. 
374. 
375. 
376. 
377. 
378. 

379. 


Rip 

Each  Play  will  be  printed  from  the  Original  Work  of  the  Author,  without  Abridgmer 
To  the  Theatrical  Profession,  Amateurs,  and  others,  this  edition  will  prove  invali 
as  fnll  stage  directions,  costumes,  &c.,  are  given.     Remit  penny  stamp  and  receive  a 
of  upwards  of  three  hundred  plays  already  published. 

London  :  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand.     All  Newsagents. 
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David  Gopperfield 
Original  complete  ed. 
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